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PART II. 
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$ONGS, Se. 


0 my Celia 8 1 I flew, 
ji) there all Night 1 feaſted; 

No God ſuch Tranſports ever =. 
Nor Mortal ever taſted. 


7 „ 
Toft i in the Seth tumultü hs Joy, © : | 

And pleas'd beyond Exppeſſing 
How can your Slave, my Fair, faid I, 


Reward ſo great a Bleſſing? 


The whole Creation's Wealth Survey, 
Thro' both the Indies Wander; 
Ask what brib'd Senates give away, 
And fighting b Squander. 
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The richeſt Spoils of Earth and Air, Wee 
The riffled Ocean's K N e ++ 14/015 
male pore Debs b bilge + 


PRs 1 *Y my 155 8 
FBince Cella us you fancy; jo 
Give her, but th too much I * 


A Ragaler er right Nn. ich 


SA Kl 2 — 
A SONG. 


LE T Woman de damm d (a Moderate Fate,) 

Or dye an old Maid, as grey as a Cat, 

That her Tover retufes for want of Eftare. | 

Let her that ſets dil, like a Beaſt to he Sold, 

And above mettled Fleſh, loves a lump of dead Gold, 

Look Green when ſhe's Young, and be Pd when 
(he. 8 Old. 


But let thoſe chat are wiſe, contemn the dull Store, 

Wives choſe by their Weight, will be Weighty no 
(more, 

If for Gold they will Wed, for the fame they will 

(Whore, 
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To whomſocer I will, om 
For Years, For Months, for Weeks, or ben 


Il let this famous Bow'r ; 
New, rather than a Tennant want, e 
Il let it for an Hour: 5 8 


A 8 0 N G. % 

| 5 il 
1 Have a Teneinb:it to 8 l (| 
I hope twill pleaſe you all; - | | 
And if you wou'd the Name on't know, nl 
Iiis called C—2y-Halt: —_— 
It's ſeated in a 3 Vale, it 
Beneath a riſing-Hil, 11 „ 1 
This Tenement is to be let, - : 1 SEPLE IO: O's [| 
"| 


4 ty wakes 4b * 1 
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There's round about a pleaſant Grove, 5 
To Shade it from the Sun, 
And underneath is Well Water, 
That pleaſantly do's run. 
Where if you're hot, you may be ads! 
If cold, you may find e 2 
It is a well contrived Spring, , 


Not little, nor too great: 
The Place is very dark by N ight; 
And ſo it is by Day 
But when you once are enter d i in, 
You cannot loſe your Way. 


And when you're in, go holly on, 
As far as e er you can; 
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And if you reach to the Bottom, 
2 is more than e er did Man. 


2483444444444 
A 8 O NG. 


A Taylor "Ret Lord, in the time of Vacation, 
When Cabbage was loft, and when Pocket 
(was low ; 
For the Sale of good Liquour retended 3 
To one that Sold Ale in a Cuckoldy Re 152 
Here a Louſe made him Itch, 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch, | 
And Sing Cucumber, Cucumber 50. T7 


ot 


One Day ſhe came up, when at Work in his ", 
To tell what he ow d, that his Score he might 
Says he, it is all very right 1 declare i it, (know; 
Says the, then J hope you ns pay e er you 85. 
Now a Louſe, &c. 


Says Pricklauſe, my Jewel, I * you moſt dearly, 
My Breaſt ev ry Minute {till hotter do's grow; 


Ay, 197 ſays ſhe, for the Juice of my Barley, 


And other good Drink i in my Cellar caring ; 
There a Scra tch, ccc. | TA 


Says he, you Miſtake, tis for ſomething that's War: 
Which I dare not Name, and you care not to ſhew ; 
Says ſhe, I'm afraid you are given to flatter, 


Whar is it you mean, and pr ay where ud sit grow ? s 
Now a Louſe, c. 


9775 he, tis a Thing, that has never a handle, 
Tis bil; in the Dark, and it lies pretty low, Says 


(755) 
r you muſt have a Candle, a 


Or elſe the wrong way you may happen to go. 


* 


Says ſhe, then I fea 


4 


Now a Louſe, &c. 


Says he it is darker, than ever was Charcoal, 
Tho I never was there, yet the way do I know; 
Says ſhe, if it be ſuch a terrible dark-hole, - |. | - 


GS 4 


Don't offer to grope out your way to it ſo. 
Now a Louſe, c. „ tac d oth 


Says he, you ſhall ſee, I will quickly be at it, 1 
For this is, o this is, the way that III go; nf 
Says ſhe do not touzle me fo, for J hate it, 3 
I vow by and by, you will make me cry ob. 
So they both went to work, now a Kiſs, than a 
And Sing Cucumber, &cce.  Cjerk, 


The Tay lor aroſe when the Buſineſs was over, 
Says 2 you will rub out the Score e er you go; 
Says ſhe, I ſhall not pay ſo dear for a Lover, 

Tam not ſuch a Fool, I wou'd have you to know. 
Now a Louſe made him Itch, _. © 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch, 

And Sing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 


” £% 
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A Comely Dame of //iington, 
Had got a leaky Copper; 
The Hole that let the Liquour run, 

Was wanting of a Stopper. 

A jolly Tinker undertook, 

And promis d her moſt fairly. 
3 


(6 3 
With a Thump, thump, * and knick _ 
To do her Bu 22 rarely. 0 knock 


He turn'd the Veſſel to the Ground, 
Says he, 2 good old Copper 

But well may leake, for 1 found, 
A Hole that is a Whopper: 

But never doubt a Ti»ker's role 

Altho' he's Black and Surly. 2 

With a Thump, thump, thump, c. | 
Hell do your Buſineſs s rarely, 


The Man of Mettle open'd wide, 
His Budget's Mouth to pleaſe her ; 0 
Says he this Tool is oft ole) =__ 
"Fo do ſuch Jobbs as theſe are. 
With that the jolley Tinker took, 
A Stroke or two moſt kindly. ' b 
Mith a Thump, thum thump, GD 
| He did ber Buſineſs hy 8 


As ſoon as Crock had done the Feat, * 
h He cry'd tis very hot hoz 3 Meta 
| This thrifty Labour makes me ms „ ada 
. Here, gives a Cooling Pot ho. 
Hays ſhe, beſtow the other Stroke, 
Before you take your Farewel. 

With a Thump, thamp, thump, e. 

And you may Drink a Bar rel. 
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A SONG. 


W. W Kar live to Thirty, yet 75 repeated, 
When Europe's ar Pegce, and.; all W ar 
(tente 
When Gamſters wan't Swear, and no Bribery thrives, 
Tenn Wives love Old Husbands, young Hus- 
(bands Old Wives. 
When Landlords love Taxes, and i love 
0 PEACE, 
3 a rich ient © fleece | 
dn old Face 2 2 well as 1 
Wives, Hushands, and Lauer well ever be true. 


When Bullies leave Huffing and Cownrds wh 
(trembling, 

And Courtiers, "and. weren, ae their 
iſſembling; 

When. theſe, thall, do nothing again ir — 
each 

Pluralities hate, 281 we mind what they Preach; 
When Vintners leave Brewing, and draw the ons 


And Quacks by their Medicines kill leſs i FE — i 


When an old Face - ſhall pleaſe - as well as a ay "Ons 


Miss, Hutondr, TAO wo even e 
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THE old Wife ſhe ſent to the Miller her Daughter, 


To grind her Grift quickly, and fo return 
(back 


| 


The Miller fo work'd it; that in eight Months after, 
Her Belly was fill'd as full as her Sack; 
Young Robin ſo pleas'd her, that when cas 

| ome, 

She gap'd like a ſtuck Pigg, and ftar'd like a Mome, 

She hoyden d, ſhe ſcamper d, ſhe hollow'd and hoop d 

"Aud all the Day Tony, of 

| | Thrs, this was her 55 COS 
Was ever Maiden ſo Lericompoop d. 


Oh Nelly, cry'd Cælie, thy Cloths are all Mealy, 
Both Backſide and Belly are rumpled all oer, 
Vou moap now and ſlabber, Why what a pox ail you? 
IIIIl go to the Miller, and know all you VVhore: 
She went, and the Miller did grinding ſo ply, 
She came cutting Capers a Foot and half high, 
She wadd led, ſhe ſtradled, the hollow d and whoop'd, 
And all the Day long, 
| This, this was her . 35 
Hoy, were ever two Sifters ſo Lericompoop ]. 


Then 2 o'th' Dairy, a third of the Number, 
WWou d fain know the Cauſe they ſo jigg d it about, 
The Miller her V Viſhes long would not incumber, 
But in the old manner the Secret found out. 
Thus Celie and Nelly, and Mary the mild, 
V Vhere Juſt about Harveſt Time all big with FR 
* : 1e) 


(9) 


They danc gi in the Hay, they hallowd and "—_y d; 
And all the Day low, © 

. This, this was her Song, 

Hoy, were evar three fers ſe 0 eee 


And when they were big they did ſtare at each othes] 
And crying, Oh Siſters, what ſhall we now do, 
For all our young Bantlings we have but one Father, 

And they in one Month will all come to Town to0?, 
- O why did we run in ſuch haſt to the Mill, 
To Robin, who always the Toll Diſh: would fl, 
He bumpt * our Belles then hallowe d and whoop d, 
And all thæ Day log, 
Dit, this was their Sono, ' © 
Hoy, were ever three Sifters ſo Lericompoop 4. 


. 
A SONG. 


O F all the ſimple things we do, | 

To rub o'er a Whimſical Life; | 
There's no one Folly is fo true, | 
As that very bad Bargain a Wife; 
VVeer juſt like a Mouſe in a Trap, | | 

Or Vermin caught in a Gin; W 
VVe Sweat and Fret, and try to Eſcape, 

And Curſe the ſad Hour we came in. 


I Gam d and Drank, and playd the Fool, | 
And a Thouſand mad Frolicks . 
1 Rov d and Rang d, deſpis 4 all Rule, 
But I never was Married before; 
This was the worſt Plague could enſue, 


Im Mew d! in a ſmoaky Houſe; | 
B 5 Fus d 
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(as) 
I us'd to Tope a Bottle or two, F 
But now tis ſmall Beer wich my oute, 


My darling Freedom crownd my Pore, 
And I never was vext in my way; 
If now I croſs her VVill her Voice, vr Pei 
Makes my Lodging too hot for my r, 
Eike a Fox that is hamper d in vain, | 
fret out my Heart and Soul 
Valk to and kr the length of my Quin, 
_ Then nenn ar Hale. 


44244444444444444 
A Dialogue i; in the Comedy of the Bath, or the” VVeſ- 


So 2 rr 
n 5 


E II) Hat Beauty 1 ys 1 
hat ta comman 
Sweet Madam, 7 ee "I 
With leave to kiſs your Hand. 


Sbe. Oh good, a Man, 1 fear! 
And begs my Hand to kiſs, 
Methinks Im pleas d to hear, 
He does not call me Miſs. 


He. Your Eyes, ſweet Lady ſhine ſo rights 
And Fm ſo wounded at firſt Night, | 
My Heart does throb, 
I Goh and ſob, 

And am like one juſt lain, 
Unleſs you Pity f _ 

And Life reſtore a. 


a . 


enn * 

Ge. Nay, pray Sir, good Sir, go, 

1 know. not what Yo ON mean. 9. > 2 SS > > 4 > 
Ch You _ talk- of A4 Vound, FOREST ug Inch C2 Be 

By my Eyes you haye found ; 

But I cannot believ 15 Is 32 9 

Any Hurt they — give: : 

For I look in your Face, 

And it is as it was, | 

And your Body i is found and whole: 


2 4 
He. Love's VVounds are alluithin, oben eilt 
Whoſe Pangs the Breaſt eo, Vp, 
A Lightning paſe the Sking) Pn Sigemive « 
Andblaſt the very Soul. | 


1 VVhy fare, this Love. this dreadful yvord, 
Is then ſome ſharp and pointed Sword: 2 


Or is't a Snake, Or ist a Bird, - 
That will n out my Fre 1 
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He. Go with: me, you 1 perceive | 

Love a Treafure lies, 

She. III aſk my Mother leave, 
And follow. i in a ue a1 5 801 


He. No, no, no not a VVord, 41755 
Fcan better affor e 
You Love, if you 11 0 
VVhere your Mother don't know; * 
For if the ſhould. be croſt, | 
All the Treaſure i is loſt, 1614 24] 
And I conjure for Love i io van; 
The Circle you embrace | 
Is where it muſt be Fe: La 
Shes Oh Lard, the Devil vou Il pet Oo C 


But catch me if you can. 


Mw 


<p) 
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Olly Roger Twan Jill. of Fanden Hill, 5:5 
j In his Cheſt had two thouſand good Pounds 
1 Fat Oxen and Sheep; and a Barn well fill d, 
| And a hundred 2 ood Acres of Ground ; 
| V Vhich made ev ry Maiden with Maiden-heads laden, 
And VVidows; « tho juſt ſet fre, 


| 
| 


2 N e 
. 


1 To wrangle and fret, and pump up their VVir, 

9 To train to the Net, Twangdills, Twangd illo, 
i 1 "TIT Twangdillo, yg tuffy Twangdillo, 
i . 0 11 Twang dee. 


The firſt * . Link was 2 Laſt at bad been, 
| Born of a good Houſe, but decay d; 
|: Her Gown was new dyd, and her N. ightrail en, | 
1 And to ſing and talk French had been bred; 
She'd dance Northern Nancy, 
Aſk Parh vous Franſay, ou 

; _ That Hodge might her breeding for, | 

She'd row! her black E e, 

Breath ſhort with a Sigg, * 
When e er ſhe came nigh Twongdill, Trag. e 


The next was a Sempſtreſs of Stature Low, 0 
That fancy d ſhe wanted a Male 
Her Hair as black as an Autumn doe, 
And hard as a Coach-horſes TREE 
She'd Oagle and Wheedle, 
And prick. with her N — 1 70 
What d lack, what d me cry 2 ſhe? 


| * But 


033) 
But now the brisk Tone, 
Is fetch'd to a Groan, _ 


Ah pity my moan, Twanzdillo, Ti: * 


A muſty old Chambermaid lean and tall, 
The next as a Suitor a pears, 8 
With a Tongue loud and thrill, but no Teeth at tal 
For Time had drawn them many Years : I; 
Caſt Gowns and ſuch Lumber, | 
Old Smocks without Number, = 
She bragg d ſhou'd her Dowry be, 
Forty Pair of lac'd See © 
| Ribbons green, red and blues, 


. 


But all wod d not looſe Twangdillo, Tang.” ales? 


The next was a Laſs of a Popiſh ſtrain, 
That Jeſuit Whims had been taught, 
She bragg d that they ou d ſoon have King Fong 
(again, 
Tho' her Spouſe WAS ets hang d for the Plot ; 3 
The French woud come over, 
And land here at Dover, 
And all they with'd, would be; 
The Facobite ade; „ 2 
Talk d as if the was r At! 
15 hopes to have had Twangdull, Tong. Kc. | 


A Vintners fat Widow chan firaight was view a, 
Whoſe Cuckold had Neight up ſome Pelf: _ 
He had Kill'd half his eighbours with Wine he'd 


| (brewd, 
And lately had Poyſ bn himſelf; * 
Wich Bumpers of Claret, 
No Spouſe paying for it, 
She d * Companion de; 3 


— 
— — 
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tad 
Strike firſt on the ns 
Huzza was the Mord, 


Come Kiſs me ador d d Trang Al, — 4e. 


But Rogen reſoly d not to be Bar: Man, fuer 
And ſo gave a — * to the next; * 


The. Niece of a can Blear- ey d Ver c, 
That ſtifly ee a _ tt <7 on, 


A * in Cbæa fide as ono.) 
Bride err 


Wou'd fain „ 
And make him London: free; 0 1.54? 
But nc Laſs wou d down a E 


In Country or Tawn,' . 51 70 
So Purſe· proud was grown or nora. — 


Till at laſt N. , 2 Farmer's wr £17 
| That new] rey Non had been, 3m EI 
nene dz bac d, with 2 fling bye, 


came tripping it over the — : 


he mov d like a voy 3 
And in her lac d Boddicc, N b gt 7 
A Span ſhe cou'd hardly be: 
er Hips were plump grown, ban 


And her Hair a dark Bryn; 
*T was ſhe that brought down Twangdillo, * 
dille,” Twang dil lo, Twangdillb. * loity 
* mn 
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A dere e hte, 8 os 
Whoſe N ame was LEA Kath, | 
She dwelt in London n Near Alderſgate; 


Now. 
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Now lift to my Ditty, declare it who can, 
She wou d have a Child, without belp os a Man. 


To u Doctor the came, It: 
ho ET want Rh, 
e deep ill in Phyſick R = bid procdatis | 
2 the, Mr. Doctor, Repo me if you can, 1 
1 may Conceive without Help of a Mas, 3 i 
Then liften, quoth he, 5 ll. 
Since ſo it muſt be I 
This won'drous ſtrange Medicine 7. ſhew preſently, 
Jake nine Pound of Thunder, fix Legs of — 
And pou ſhall Conceive: wilbouk Help op 4 — 
The Wool of a Frog, 
The Juice of a Log, 
Well Parboil' together i in the Sin of a Hop, ö 
With' the Egg of a Moo calf, if get it you can, 
And you ſhall Conceive without Hel) þ of a Man. 


he Love of falſe Hhrlots, 25 
The Faith of falſe Varlets, eib 
With the Truth of Decoys that walk in r . 


(ate, 

And the Feathers of a Lobſter wel] fin d in a Pan, 

And you ſhall Concetve without Help 10 a Man,” 

Nine Drops of Rain, | | 
Brought Fither from Spain, 


With the Blaſt of a Bellows quite over the Main, 
With eight Quarts of Bir mſtone brew d in a Beer- 
127 (Cann 
And you ſhall Concerve without Help of year £ 
Six Pottles of Lard, 


Squeez d from a Rock bard, 
With nine Turkey-Eggs, each as long as a Yard, 
With a Pudding of Hazlftunes wel bak d in a Raa, 
And you ſhall Conceive wit bout Help off a Man. 


_ Theſe 
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(16). 


Theſe Med'cines are 
And approved have 2 

Well temper d together with a Pottle of Blood 
Squeez d from a Graſhopper and the Nail of a. Swan, 
To make you Conceive without Help of a Man, 


M EEE ER 


A SONG. 


Ould ye kkve a young Virgin of Been "WK 
You pr? tickle her Fancy with ſweets and 


Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly;ſweetly, ( dears, | 


Sing a Love Sonnet, and charm her Ears: 

Wittily, prettily talk her down, _ 

Chaſe her, and praiſe her, if fair or brown, - 
Smooth her, and ſooth her, 

And teaze her, and pleaſe her, . 

6 touch but her Smcket, and alla your own. 

, you fancy a Widow well known. in Man? 

Wund a Front of Aſſurance come boldly on, 


Leſt her reſt not an Hour, but briskly, *brickly,. 
Pur her in Mind how her Time fteals on; 


Rattle and Prattle altho' ſhe frown,. 


Rouſe her, and touſe her from Morn to Noon, 
Shew-her ſome Hour you're able to grapple, 
Then get but her Writings, and all s your own. 


Do ye fancy a Punk of a Humour free, 

That's . by a Fumbler of Quality, 

You muſt rail at her Keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
Pleaſure's beſt Charm is Variety; * 

Swear her much fairer than all the Town, 

Try her, and ply her when Cully's ene, 4 

| Dog her, and jog her, 
And meet her, and treat her, 

And kifs with two Guineas and all your own. A 


445, 
ieee: 
A SONG. 


Dag! I was laſt Night, chats po, 6 + 0 
My VVife began to ſcold ;'' 2 | 
Say. what I tou'd . my. Heart's Blood, NES [ 

Her Clack ſhe : wou'd' not bald., „ 0 
Thus her Chat ſhe did be d e N eat ' 


Is this your Time of coming in; 
The Clock ſtrikes Two, you'll be undon 
Ik thus you lead your Life. 
My Dear, ſaid I, I cant deny; » 
But what you ſay i is true; E J. 
I do intend, my Life to mend. ER 
Pry lend” s the Pot to ſpew. OE OC On On 


Fie, you Set, I neer can bear 7 
to riſe thus evry Night; | SY | 
Tho' like a Beaſt, you never care vi 
8 — at Conſequence comes by't 5 
The Child an U Nu ſtarve for you, 5 5 8 it 
E never n have half our Bos: en ul 
Wich Grief I find, you re ſo unkind, 8 1 9 
In time you'll break my Heart. „ | 
At that I 'ſmil d, and faid, dear Child, nA Þ| 
I believe you re in the wrong; 
But if t ſhoud be,; my Deſtiny, 
II * a _ — 


* * e 8 
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(#3 
To live a wedded Life, ſhe nm 
AsTwelvanonth, tis too long 
As T have done, poor Soul, 2 = 1 $i 
That am both Fair and, Youn ng; 
VVhen other Wives can have their VVill, 
They are not like to me; ; 
I mean to go and try my Sill, 1 24 7 C1 
And ſeek a Remedy. - #557 i 75 
Oh, „% bed e what edi 4 „ 
Out, out of ſucb led, a Hucha _ 


Tie, fie, fie, fie, fiey fe. 


— 
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V Omen are wantoq, 4 et-.cynnin wh e 
O 


Laſcivious, yet crafty to Ly us 


When once they have,nogsd Ups — M Sh 
ride, 


AnJ trample doug, Man that, way maſle fon thei 
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Lo 
n e rpms Eve Fate, 
Loft they Fran (her Fully refening lola | 
This "IM was made 2 Hel mate to 
And ſo he appr e Br 


But ſurely poor Alas was 1 51 aſleep 1 
Whilſt out of his Site this War Bleſſing did bebt = 
But let em, &c. > 9515) 8 


5 4 
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Old Painters did form them reſembling the Snail, 


Their Houſe on their Backs was, and in it their Tail, 


Implying that Modeſty kept ſomething in, 
Tho now they'll expoſe all from Tail up to Chin. 


— + A 


Bui let em, &c. 
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A SONG. 


Hat if Betty rows fg 
And her Features hs 5 
She's young whilſt ſhe drinks, 


74 OT , 


dee how her Eyes thine, 
They ſparkle wich Drink, 

Such a "Las has V Vine, 

They never can fink, - 


Let the Fops doat on Faces, 
Her Souls my Delight, 
She can't want for Graces 


V Vho Tipples all Night. 


Long Marches o'er. Furrows, 
No Place can her find ; 

In ſpight of Camp Sorrows, | 
Poor Betty pl be kind, EY 


Boy, fill up our Glaffes, 


Not a VVrinkle will fland ; 724 
They're Fools who uſe 1 
VVhen Claret's at hand. 
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E 


As ON. 


Ogging on Gin yonder's Green: 1 
Oh the pleaſant ſt Sight I've ſeen, 
ohn and Dolly jog, jog, jogging, 
obn and Dolly jogging on, ; 
hemſelves cooling, John was fooling, 
Cry'd ſhe will you ne er have done, 
JB 3 jog, jog, jog, jog, jog, Jogging on: 
e Sun es, make Hay, 
Make Hay, make Hay, make Hay dear John; 5 
Hey bo, hey ho, that I might do ſo, 
Fes, 1%» Jog, Jg, iE . 
Jog, jog, Jo, Jogging « on. 


* to eaſe her of her pain, 


nded and begun again, 
He grew weary, jog, jog, jogging, 20115 


She more cheary, jogging on, 


Cry d my Deary, pare tarry, , ans. 95 5 
Sure you han't already dong 
Jog, jog, jog, jog, jog, jog, jogging on; 

e Sun's down, pray 


Pray ſtay, pray ſtay,. good John, 


ho, that I might do , 


J, jeg, jogging o). 
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* SONG. 


Here was a Maid the other Day,” 
That ſighed fore, God wot ; 


And faid 'all Wives might ſport and . 


But Maidens they muſt not. 
ull fifteen Years I've liv'd, ſhe ſaid, 
Poor Soul, ſince J was born, 4 


And if 1 chance to die a Maid; 


Apollo is forſworn. _ 
Oh, Oh, for a Husband, 


Still was all her Tons, 


For one I ſwear I'll have, 
A Husband old or young. 


An ancient Suitor to her came, 


His Beard was almoſt grey; 
ho” he was old, and ſhe was young, 
She could no longer ſtay ; 
nto her Mother went this Maid, 
and told her by and by, 
That ſhe a Husband needs muſt 1554 
She had a Reaſon why. 

Oh, 0h, &cc. 5 


Phe had not eek 2 wedded Wife 


One quarter of a Vear, 
zut ſhe was weary of her Life, 
and grew into a ſeer: 
The Old-man ſnorting by her Side, 
She did nought but ſigh and groan, 
Did ever Woman this⸗betide, 
'Tis better to lye alone. 
0h, Oh, &c. 


9. 
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A SONG. 
A Oy ſter- Nell ſtood by her Tub, 
10 ſhew her vicious Inclination; 
She gave her Nobleſt Parts a ſcrub, ,. 
And figh'd for want of Copulation. 
A Viktner of no little Fame, 
Who excellent Red and White can ſell ye, 
Behold the little dirty Dame. 
As ſhe ſtood ſcratching of her Belly. 


— 
- 
* 


Come in, ſays he, you filly Slut, 

Tis now a rare convenient Minute, 

III lay the Itching of your Scut, © 
Except ſome greedy Devil be in it ; 

Wich that the Flat-cap'd Fabſy ſmil'd, 

And wou'd have bluſh'd, but that the cou d nc 

Alas, fays ſhe, we're ſoon beguild d | 

By Men, to do thoſe Things we ſhou'd not. 
From Door they went behind the Bar, 
As is by common Fame reportel, 

And there upon a Turkey Chair. 
Unſeen the loving Couple ſported : : 

But being calld by Company, 
As he was taking Pains to pleaſe her, 

I'm coming, coming Sir, ſays he, 


My Dear, and ſo am I, ſays ſhe, Sir. 


Her Mole-hill Belly ſwell d about, 
Into a Mountain quickly after, 
And when the pretty Mouſe; ciept out, 

The Creature caus'd a mighty Laughter, 


* 
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And now ſhe has learnt the pleaſing Game, . . . 


\ *Altho' much Fain and Shame it coſt herr; 
She daily ventures at the ſame, 
And ſhuts and opens ke an Oyſter. 


to 5 
| 1 


_ 


P * 


Mug rich and fantaſtick, an old Fumbler was 
| Fr fs we (known, 
That wedded a juicy brisk Girlof the Town; 
Her Face like an Angel, fair, plump, and a Maid, 
Her Lute well in Tune too, if he cou'd have play d; 
But loſt was his Skill, let him do what he can, 
She finds him in Bed a poor filly Old Man; 
He coughs in her Ear, tis in vain to come on, 
Forgive me, my Dear, Im a filly Old Man. 


He laid his dry Hand on her ſnowy ſoft Breaſt, 


And from thoſe white Hills gave a Glimpſe of 
WOO: (the beſt; 
But ah! what is Age, when our.Youth's but a Span, 


She found him an Infant inſtead of a Man. 


Ah! Pardon, he cry d, that Im weary ſo ſoon, 
You have let down my Baſe, Im no longer in 
107 198 va! . 1 (Tune; 

Lay by the dear Inſtrument, prithee lie ſtill, 
I can play but one Leſſon, and that I play ill. 


A 
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1 But Morning was come as grey 8 a C 

Cocks and Hens from their Rooſts did fly, 

Grunting Hogs too had left their Stye, 
When in a Vale, 

Carrying a Pale, 
Ke ily her new Lover mer, dapper Harry. 
| _ . Firſt they diss d, 1 58 oy 

Then ſhook Fiſt, . 

Bien talk d as Fools do chat juſt were to Marry. 


Zooks, cryd Hal, 1 can't but think, 

Now we are come to Wedlock Brink, 

How pure a Stock 'twill'be, how fine, | 

When you put your good Mark to min; 
Ciſe at that 

Glowing hot, . 

Bus d him as if ſhe'd have burnt Yo to we 
Thas er ans © ÞﬀÞ 
But fee how er 

Dam d Fate now contriv'd the Bargain to hinder. 


Gift ly had got a Cold, I ſappoſe, 
Aid 'twixt her Fingers was blowing her Noſe; : 
Harry, that Linnen too wanted, I doubt, 
Lent her his Glove, to ſerve for a Clout ; ; 
Scraping low, 
Manners to ſhow, | 
And tell her how much he was her Adorer ; 
Pray mark the Joke 
Leather-Thong broke, 


* 
' 


An! Brecches fell to his Ankles before her. Ciſilj : 


HE Clock had ſtruck, faith I cannot tell wat, 


"We. of & WS CAN 


. 


Ts 


=> 
Hay, who ſaw him thus diſtreſt, 
Pulle of her Garter of Woolen Lift; 
And with a ly and leering Look 
Gave him to mend up what was broke; 5 © 
Tumbling he.” 
Coud not ſee, 
What he diſcover d, tho e er * had ty d all, 
oer juſt before, 
Shirt was tore, 
And, as the Devil wou'd have it, ſhe f. Py 4 all. 


She give him then ſo cold a Look, 1 
Diſcontent it plainly ſpoke; _ _ 
And running from him near a Mile, 
He overtook her at a Stile 

Too much haſt 

Milk down caſt, 


? And topſy-turvy ſhe fell on her Pale with t. 


He ſeeing that, 


Runs with his Hat, 
But cou 'd not cover her for his Soul with t. f 


Have you not ſeen, at Noon of Day, 
The Sun his glorious Face diſplay ; 
So Sly thone with Beauty's Rays, 
Reflecting from her Poſtern Grace 
Till at laſt, 
Strugling paſt 
Wide ſprawling Legs were again ſet in order; 
But poor Hal, 
8 her Fall, 


Stood juſt like One was found Guilty of 1 


The God of Love, or elle old Nick, 
dure had contriv this devilith Trick, 
Io make the Bridegroom, I the Bride, 


W ich 


0269 

With themſelves diſſatisfied; 

8 7 os Coy, 

Calld him Boy, 

He getting from her, cry d NR you ve a Rouzer, 

Foh, ſhe, oy * 

By Things ff 
She had as lieve a meer By ſhou 4 Eſpouſe her. 
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A SONG. 


＋ HERE were Two Bumpkins lov'd a Laſs, 
| And ſtriving who ſhou'd have her; 
She preſum'd of what ſhe had, 

And they of what they gave her. 
Heyho, heyho, my Heart's Delight, 

Carouſe away all Sorrow; 
Let me tickde the Wench twice to Night, 

She /hall be thine to Morrow. 


25 
9 
5 
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But we were both of one Conſent, 
Arid ſome hing had ſome Savour ; 
And let a poor Man be Content 
With half a Wee Favour. 1, 
r. 8 Ne 


But this is ill againſt all Senſe | N 
Which ever more has vexd us 
That evry Lobcock has his Wench, rr ͤ 
And we but One betwixt u us. 
Heyho, Kc. 


Good Brother, let us not Sa” | 
o hands 
For fear a Third. ſhou' d come this wa, 


And 1 our Wench beſide us. Y 
Ha bo, Nc. — For 


3, vet AA RISES yes A bla , 
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For Women they are winning Things, 


As mutable as may be; 
No Bird that ever flew with Hangs 
So ſuhtle is as they be. 
 Heybo, . 


No matter who ſhall pledge! her firſt, 
Affections are but Blindneſs ; 
And let the World fay what they liſt, 
We'll take her double Kindneſs, 

Heybo, . 


For ſhe has granted both our Sutes 


When we came firſt unto her; 
And he ſhall ride in both our Boots 
That comes the next to wooe her. 
Hey ho, &c. 


2 EA 222444442444 
'A SONG. 


7 HAT 2 Cuckold? learn of me; 
Few can tell his Pedigree, 
Or his ſubtle Nature conſter, 
Born a _ yet dies a Monſter. 


Yet great Ae Fa 
They ſpring from old Methuſelah ; 
Who after Noah's Flood was found 
To have his Creſt with Branches crown'd, 
But in Eden s happy Shade, 
Such a Creature ne er was made; 
Then to cur off all miſtaking 
Cuckolds are of W s making. 
| 2 
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A SONG. 
T HE mighty State of Cuckoldom by Matri- 


mony thrives ; 
It's a never failing Portion paid us by our Wives. 
It was of old, as weare told, 
The Charter of the Nation; 
In Paleſtine it did ſubdue 
The Circumcis d hard-hearted Few, 
And tis a Chriſtian Diſpenſation. 


Each jarring Kingdom of the World, in this one 
( Point agrees ; 
Thus Cuckoldom may well be call d, The United 
_ (Promnces, 
It dos inveſt, with ample Creſt, . 
Min- beer, Van, Pulcher-Hans ; 
Cuckolds are made Grandees of Spain, 
And ev'n in Italy they reign, 
And they are alamode in France. 


The Per/t lan, Te w, Mahometan, the Proteſtant and 
( Romans 
Owe what they are to the Intrigues and Kindneſs of 
= Woman, | 
What ſhhas heftow'd they count no Load, 
Nor think their HORNS Oppreſſion: 
For ſuye no Sot can be ſo bling 
As to eſteem a Wife unkind | 
That largely adds to his Poſſeſſion. 


Yet Tack will call poor Cuckolds Beaſts, and range 
(them in Three Claſſes, 

The G pat-Cuckolds, the Ram-Cuckolds, and we all | 
| know they're ah ; 

"v4 


( 29 ) 
The Goats ne er mind, their Horns behind 
Large Creſts the Ram adorns; 
Which on his Brow in terror lies 
Hanging in Judgment oer his Eyes, 
And Aſſes take their Ears for Horns. 


2K 2b... f. & & f. fr Sd. 
A SONG. 


M* I'DS are grown ſo Coy of late 
Forſooth they will not Marry ; 

Tho they are in their Teens and paſt, 

They ſay they yet can tarry : 

But if they knew how ſweet a thing 

It is in Youth to Marry, 
They then would fell their Hoſe and Smock, 
Eer they ſo long would tarry. 


Winter Nights are long you know, 

And bitter c Id the Weather; 

Then who's ſo fond to lie alone, 

When two may lie together: 

And ist not brave when Summer comes 

With all the Fields enrolled, 3 
To take a Green-Gown on the Graſs, ny 
And wear it uncontrouled. 


For ſhe that is moſt Coy of all, 

If ſhe had Time and Leiſure, 

V Voud lay aſide ſevereſt Thoughts, 

And turn to Mirth and Pleaſure; 

For why the faireſt Maid ſometimes 

Puts on the Face of Folly, 

And Maids do ne er repent ſo much | 

As when they are too Holy. SY A 
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S3 8 888. 46.6. 
A SONG. 


＋ HE Sun was juſt ſetting the Reaping was done, 
And over the Common I tript it alone, 

Then whom ſhou'd I meet but young Dick * our, 
| | | (1 own, 
VVho ſwore, e er I went, I ſhou'd have a Green- 


(Gown + 
He preſft me, I ftumbled ; 
He puſh d me, I tumbled ; 
He kiſs d me, I grumbled; 
But ſtil he kiſs d on- 
IF he be not hamper'd for ſerving me fo, 
| I be worſe rumpled, 
Worſe tumbled, and jumbled, 
| Where er, where er, Igo. 
Before an old Juſtice I ſummon'd the Spark, 
And how d'ye think I was ſerv'd by his Clark; 
He pull'd out his Inkhorn and ask'd me his Fee, 
You now ſhall relate the whole Buſineſs quoth he. 
He preſt me, &c. | my 
The Fuftice then came, and tho grave was his Look, 
Seem 'd to wiſh I wou'd kiſs him 1nſtead of the Book: 
He whifper d his Clerk then, and leaving the Place, 
I was had to his Chamber to open the Caſe. OY 
He preft me, &c. 


I went to our Parſon to make my Complaint, 


He look d like a Bacchus, but preach d like a Saint; 
He ſaid we ſhou'd ſoberly Nature refreſh, 

Then nine Times he urg'd me to humble the Fleſh. 
He preft me, I flumbled; _ 

He puſh'd me, I tumbled ; 

He Kid me, Igrunibled; 

But ſtill he kiſs Fon. A 
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A SONG. 

M* N, Man, Man, is for the VVoman made, 
1 And the WVoman made for Man; 

As the Spur is for the Jade, 

As the Scabbard 1 == hg Ui 

As for Digging is the Spade, 

As for lis is the Can, A — 


So Man, Man, Man, is for the VVoman made: 
And the VVoman made for Man. 


As the Sceptre's to be ſway d, 
As for Nights the Serenade, 
As for Pudding is the Pan, 
And to cool you is the Fan; 
So Man, Man, Man, is for the VVoman made, 
And the V Voman made for Man. 


Be ſhe V Vidow, VVife, or Maid, 
Be ſhe wanton, be the ftaid, 
Be ſhe well or ill array'd, 
VVhore, Bawd, or Harridan : 5 
Yet Man, Man, Man, is for the VVoman made, 
And the VVoman made for Man. | 
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(32) 


A SONG. 


S fair Olinda ſitting was, 
Beneath a ſhady Trec; 

Much Love I did profeſs to her, 

And ſhe the like to me: 5 

But when I kiſs d her Lovely Lips, 
And preſt her to be Kind, 

She cry d oh no— but I remember 


VVomens VVords are VVind. 


I hugg'd her till her Breath grew ſhort, 
Then farther did intrude ; 

She ſcratch'd, and ſtruggled modeſtly, 
And told me I was rude : 

I beggd her Pardon twenty Times, 
And ſome Concern did feign; 

But like a bold preſumptuous Sinner 
Did the like again. 


At laſt I did by Dalliance raiſe, 
The pretty Nymph's Defire ; 
Our Inclinations equa] were, 
And mutual was our Fire. 
Then in the Heigth of Joy ſhe cry d, 
Oh I'm undone I fear; 
Oh kill me, if you Love me, 
Kill me, ill me quite my Dear. 
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A Dialogue SONG. 


She. D Ray now John let Fug prevail, 
P Doff thy Sword alle Fd 
Wounds and fra with ſcorching Heat, 
Will abroad be all you Il get, 
He. Looks y are mad, ye ſimple Jade, 
Begone and don't prate ; | 
She. How think ye I Thall do with Hob and Sue; 
| And all our Brats, when wanting. you : 
He. When J am rich with Plunder, 
- Thou my Gain ſhalt ſhare, Jug, 
She. My Share will be but mall, Tae 
When bold Dragoons have been pickering there, 
And theFlea flnts, the Germans ſtrip em bare. 


He. Mind your Spinning, 
Mend your Linnen; 
Look to your Cheeſe too, 
Your Piggs and your Geeſe too: 
She. No, no, I Il ramble out with you; 
He. Blood and Fire, 
If you tire, 
Thus my Patience; 
With Vexations, and Narrtipns, 
Thumping, thumping, thumping 
Is the fatal Word, Joan; 
$he. Do, do, I'm good at thumping too, -- 
Morbleau, that Huff ſhall never do. 
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(34) 
She. Come, come Fobn, let's buſs and 1 Fri 
Thus ſtill, thus Love's Quarrel ends; _ 
I my Tongue ſometimes let run, 
But alas, I ſoon have done. 
H: Tis well yare quaſh'd, 
| N elle been thraſh'd, 
Sure as my Names John: 
She. Yet fain I'd know for what 
Y are all ſo hot, 
To go to fight where nothing's got. 
He. Fortune will be kind, 
1 And we ſhall then grow great too; 
MH She.. Grow Great, | 
bl Yet want both Drink and —_— 
And Coin, unleſs the pamper'd French you beat; 
Ah, take care John, take care, 
And _y more Wit. 
He. Dare you prate ſtill, 
| At this rate ſtill, 
And like a Vermin, oe 
Grudge my Preferment; 
She. You'll beg, or get a wooden Leg, 
He. Nay if Bawling, Caterwawling, : 
Tittle Tattle, Prittle Prattle, 
Still muſt Rattle, | 
IIl be gone, and ſtraight aboard. 
She. Do, do, and ſo ſhall 2 and Sue; 
Jugg too, and all the ragged Crewe 
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a SONG _ 


NME AR famous Covent-Garden 
A Dome there ſtands on high; 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
VVhere Kings are repreſented, 
And Queens in Metre die; 
With a fa, la; la, la, &e. 
The Beaus and Men of Buſineſs 
| Diverſions hither bring, 
Io hear the wanton Doxies prate, 
And ſee em dance and ſing; 
With a fa, la, la, la, 8c. 


Here Phillis is a Darling, 
As ſhe her ſelf gives out, | 
For a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
As tight a Laſs as ever EE 
Did uſe a Double Clout, 
On her fa, la, la, Ia, &c. 
She's brisk and gay, and cunning, 
And wants a Wedlock Yoke, 
Her Mother was before her 
As good as ever ſtrook, _. ö 
For a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


Young Suitors ſhe had many, 
From Squire up to the Lord, 
For her fa, la, la, la, &c. 
And daily ſhe refus d em, 
For Vertue was the Word; 
With her fa, la, la, la, &c. 


(36) 
A Saint ſhe would be thought, | 
And diſſembled all ſhe could, 1 
But jolly Rakes all knew ſhe was 5 
Of Play-houſe Fleſh and Blood, 
And her fa, la, la, la, Kc. 
Her Mother when encouragd 
With warm Geneva Doſe, 
And a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
Still cry d, take care dear Phill, 
To keep thy Hanches cloſe, | 
And this fa, la, la, la, &e. | 
This made her ſtand out ſtoutly, | 1 8 
Oppoſing all that come, T5. | 
Though twenty Demi-Cannon 
Still were mounted at her Bum, 
And her fa, la, la, la, &, 


The Knight and Country Squire 
Were ſhot with her Diſdain, 
And her fa, la, la, la, &c. 
The Lawyer was outwitted, 
The hardy Soldier lain, . 
By her fa, la, la, Ia, &c. 
The bluff arpawlin Sailor 
In vain cry d hard a Port, 
She baffled Shirks at Sea, 
As the Country, Town, and Court, 
With ber fa, la, la, ia, &c. 


The God of Love grown angry, 

f That Phillzs ſeem'd ſo ſhy, 

| ih Of her fa, la, la, la, &c. 
} 
| 
| 


Reſolv'd her Pride to humble, 
And rout her piſh and fie; 
He ſent a Splayfoot — 


C37) 
Who knew well how to ſtitch, 

And in a little time had found” 
A Button for her Britch, LT, 

And ber fa, la, 2 la, &c. | 


Yet was it not ſo cloſe, | 
But tis known without all Doubt, 
- With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
A little humane Figure 
Has ſecretly dropped out, 
| From her fa, la, la, la, c. 
And tho' ſome pretty Scandal 
' Purſue this Venial Fact, | 
Her Mother ſhe ſwears Soons and Crimea 
| Her Honour is intact, 
: And her fa, 2 la, la, &c. 
Oh Phillis then be wiſe, 
And give Eaſe to Lovers rack d, 
; For your fa, la, la, la, Kc. 
Let Coyneſs be abated, | 
' You know the Pitcher's crackd, 
5 By a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
For ſhame, let Lowſie Taylors 
No more your Love trapan, 
dince Nine of em, you know tis ſaid, 
Can hardly make a Man: 
: With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
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h. WWFlere Oxen do Low, 
And Apples do grow, 
Where Corn is ſwon, 


And Graſs is mown; | e 
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( 38 ) 
Where Pigeons do fl, 
And Rooks Neſtle high; 
Fare give me for Life a Place: 
She. VVhere Hay is well Cock G. 
And Udders are Stroak'd ; 
VVhere Duck and Drake, 
Cry quack, quack, quack; 
VVhere Turkeys lay eggs, 
And Sous ſuckle Pigs, 
Oh ! there I would paſs m 5 Days. 
He. On nought we will Red, 
She. But what we do breed; 
| And wear on our backs, 
He. The wool of our flocks ; 
She. And tho Linnen feel 
| Rough, Spun from the wheel, 
"Tis cleanly tho' courſe it comes. 
He. Town Follies and Cullies, 
And Molleys and Dolleys, 
For ever adieu, and for ever; 
She. And Beaus that in Boxes 
Lye ſmuggling their Doxies, 


WVith VVigs that hang down to their Bums, 


He. Good bye to the Mall, 
The Park and Canal; 
St. Fames's Square, 
And Flaunters there; 
+ The Gaming houſe too, 
V'Vhere high Dice and low, 
Are manag d by all degrees: 
She. Adieu to the Knight, 
a VVas bubled laſt Night, | 
That keeps a Blowz, 
And beats his ſpouſe ; . 
And now in great haſte, 
To pay what he's I6R, 


Sends 
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(39) 


Sends home to cut down his Trees: 


' He. And well fare the Lad, 
' She. Improves e ry Clad, 
He. That ne er ſet his hand, 


To Bill or to Bond, 


| She. Nor barters his Flocks, - - 


For Wine or the Pox, 


To chouſe him of half his Days: 
He. But Fiſhing and Fowling, 


And Hunting and Bowling, 
His Paſtime is ever, and ever; 


She. V Vhoſe 0s when you buſs em, 


Smell like the Bean-blofſom, © 
Oh, he tis ſhall have my praiſe! 


Hie. To Tavern were goes, 


Sow'r Apples and Sloes, 
A long adieu! 5 
And farewel too, 

The Houſe of the Great, 
VVhoſe Cook has no Meat, 


And Butler can't quench my Thrift. | 
She. Good buye to the Change, 


VVhere Rantepoles range; 
Farewel cold Tea, | 
And Rattafee, 

Hzde-Park too, where Pride 
In Coaches do ride, 


Altho they be choak d with Duſt, 
He. Farewel the Law-Gown, 

| She. The plague of the Town, 

He. And Foes of the Crown, 


That ſhould be run down, 


| She. VVith City-Jack-daws; 


That make Staple-Laws, 


To Meaſure by Yards and Ells. 
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(40) 
He Stock-Jobbers and Swobbers, 
And Packers and Iackers. 
For ever adieu, and for ever ; 


CHORUS. 


We know what you're doing, 

And home were both going 

And ſo you may ring the Bells. 
LI eb Dept pd II 


A SONG 
A Tory, a VVhig, and a Moderate Man, 


INES 


O er a Tub of ſtrong Ale 

Met, in Ailesbur)y Vale, 

VVhere there livd a plump Laſs they call'd buxom 
The Tory a Londoner proud and high, [ Van; 
The VVhig was a Tradeſman plaguy fly ; 

The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and dry, 
And thus they their Suit began : 

Pretty Nancy we re come to put in our Claim, 

Reſolv'd upon V Vedlocks pleaſing Game; 

| Here's Jacob the Big, 

And Wiliam the V Vhig, 
And Roger the Grig, | 
Jolly Lads, as e er were buckled in Girdle faſt ; 
Say which you will chuſe, 
To tye with a Nooſe, 
For a V Vife we muſt carry what e re comes ont, 
Then think upon't, 
You! never be ſorry when y have don't, 
Nor like us the worſe for our Wooing ſo blunt, 
Then tell us who pleaſes beſt The 


r * E 6 
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wry 


288A 44.44.64. 
Quaker's SONG 5» the Richmond Heireſs : 


(419 


The Laſs who was not of the motion hy, 45 
The ripe Years of her Life 
Being Twenty and Five : 
To the Wards of her Lovers ſtraight made W 
I find you believe me a Girl worth Gold, 
And I know too you like my Copy-hold ; 
And fince Fortune favours the briſk and the 
One of ye I mean to try. bold, 
But I am not for you nor S——''s Cauf e, 
Nor you with your H——y's Hums and Hawes ; 4 
No Jacob the Bigg 
Nor M iliam the VVrhige, 
But Roger the Grigg. 


| With his Mirth and MAY happily Pleaſen me can; 


*Tis him I will chooſe, 
For th Conjugal Nooſe 
So that you the Church Bully may rave 2 and rant, 
And you may Can;, 
Till both are Impeacht i in Parliament ; 
"Tis Union and Peace that the Nation does want, 
So Im for the Moderate Man. 


Sung by Mr. Pack 


| My fraſk a3 3 Rok, 


Young buxome and full of jollity, 


| Take no Spouſe among Beaux, 


Fond of their 2 quality; 


He who wears a long buſh, 


All powder'l down fram his Pericrane, 


And with Noſe full of Snuſh, 


Snuffles out Love in a merry vein. 


VVhe 


(42) 

Who to Dames of high places ' 
1 Dos prattle like any Parrot too, wy 
1 Vet wich Doxies a brace, . | 
4 At Night, piggs in a Garret too; "i 
1 Patrimony out- run, | 

To make a fine ſhew to carry thee, 
Plainly Friend thou'rt undone, 

If ſuch a Creature Marry thee. 


Then for fear of a bribe,” 22 5 ne | 
Of flattering noiſe and rey, . : 

Yoak a Lad o our Tribe, | | 
He'll ſhew hee bef humanity; 

4 Flaſhy, thou wilt find Love, 

— 11 In civil as well as ſecular, 

wat But when Spirit doth move, 

ith We have a gift particular. 


& 3 


1 . Tho' our graveneſs is pride, 

1 That Boobys the more may venerate, 
He that gets a Rich bride, 

1 Can jump when he's to Generate; 
1 Off then goes the diſguiſe, 

1 To bed in his Arms he'll carry thee, 
3 Then to be happy and wife, 
1 Take Tea _y Nay to l thee. 
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4 D I AL OGU E. 


Highly divert in Queen Mary, in tbe 
4th AF of the ſecond Part of Don 
{ QUIXOTE, for 4 Clown and his Wife. 


2 Inee Times are ſo bad, 1 muſt tell you 


i» BY | {Sweet-Heart, 
I'm thinking to leave off my Plough and my 


And to the fair City a Journey will go, 
To better my Fortune as other folk do: 
Since ſome have from Ditches, 

And courſe Leather Breeches, 

Been rais'd, been rais'd to be Rulers, 
And wollow'd in Riches; s 
Prithee come, come, come, come, from thy 


Wheel, 


Prithee come, come, come, come, from thy 


[Wheel, 
For if Gypſies don't lye, 
I ſhall, I ſhall be a Governor too, e re I dye. 


She. 


—_ . es ON, — —ñ—— — — — * 


a5 


She. Ah! Collin ah! Collin, by all, by all thy 1 
I[Qoings ! fin, 
With ſorrow and trouble, with ſorrow an 
[trouble the pride of thy Mindy 
Our Sheep now at random diſorderly run, 
And now, and now Sundays Jacket goes eve 
[day on 
Ah! what doſt thou, what doſt on, what do 
[thou mean 
He. To make my Shooes clean, 
And foot it, and foot it to Court, 
To the King and the Queen. | 
Where ſhewing my Parts I Perferment wall wil 


She. Fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, 'tis bettel 
is better for us to Plough and to Spin: 

For as to the Court when thou happen ſt to try 
Thoult find nothing got there, unleſs tho 
(can ſt Buy; 
For Money, the Devil, the Devil and all's to 
(be found 
But no good Parts minded, no, no, no, no 
(good Parts minded without the good Pound. 


He. Why tlien I le take Arms, why then Ile takef 

(Arms, Ile take Arms. 
And follow, mad follow Alarms, 

Hunt Honour, that nowa- days plaguily charms| 


, 
* 


She. And fo looſe a Limb, by a Shot or a Blow, 
And curſe thy ſelf after, „ for leaving for leav-| 
(ing the meg 


He. Suppoſe I turn Gameſter ? 


She. So Cheat and be Bang d: | 
i | | He, b 


* 


(45) 

What think it of the Road then ? 

fn e. The High-way to be Hang d; 

Nice Pimping however yields Profit for Life, 

Ile help ſome fine Lord to another's fine Wife: 

. That s dangerous too, amongſt the Town Crew, 
For ſome of em will do the fame thing by you; 
And then to Cuckold ye may be drawn in, 


Faith, Collin, tis better I fit here and Spin, 85 
Faith, Collin, tis better I fit here and Spin. 


win | 
1 Will nothing Prefer me, what think ſt of the Tad 
er | | | 

uE Oh! while you live, Collin, keep out of that Paw: 
ho Tle Cant and Ile Pray. 

uy; 

S ta. Ah! there's nought got, ah! there's nought 
and, (got that way, 
no There's no one minds now what thoſe black 
ind (Cattle ſay; 


Let all our whole care, be our Farming Affair, 
take To make our Corn grow, and our Apple-TIrees 
rms f | (beare 

| [Verſe for Two Voices.) 


ms Ambition, Ambition's a Trade, a Trade no 
(Contentment can ſhow, 
So Ile to my Diſtaff; 


gh. And I to my Plough; | 
Ambition, Ambirion's a Trade, a Trade no 
| (Contentment can ſhow, 
| No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
He, | no, 


She, So Ile to my Diſtaſ; 
He. And Ile to my Plough ; 


no, no, no, no, no, NO, NO, no, NO, no, no, no, 
Contentment can ſho 
no, no, no Contentment can ſhow. 
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She. Let all our whole Care, be our Farming Af 
To make our Corng row, our Apple-Trees be 
Aunbition, Ambition's a Trade, a Trade 

( Contentment can fl 


Ambition, Ambition's a Trade, à Trade 
3 ¶Contentment can ſb 
No, uo, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
(tentment ſj 


your 


No, no, 0 Contentment can ſhow. | 
pee apt bet ee 
A Dialogue SONG, 
The. H Love if a God thou wilt be, 15 


Do Juitice in Favour of me; 
For Yonder approaching I ſee 

A Man with a Beard, 

Who as I have heard, 

Has often undone 

Poor Maids that have none, 

With ſighing, and toying, 

And crying, and lying, 
And ſuch kind of Foolery. 


- e 
no, ö 
hoy He. Fair Maid by your Leave, 


My Heart does receive 5 

Strange Pleaſure to meet you here; 1 
Pray tremble not fo, | 
Nor offer to go, 


2 III do you no Harm, I ſwear, 
s M III do ye no Harm, I ſwear. - 
ade DE 


2% She. My Mother is ſpinning at Home, 
My Father works hard at his Loom, 
And we here a Milking are come, 
Their Dinner they want, 
Pray Gentleman don't 
Make more ado ont, 
Nor give us Affront, 
Were none of the Town 
Will lie down for a Crown, 
Ihen away, Sir, and give us Room. 
He. By Phevus, by Fove, | 
By Honour, by Love, 
III do ye dear Sweet no harm; 
Ve as freſh as a Roſe, 
I want one of thoſe, 
Ah, how ſuch a Wife would charm, 
Ah, how ſuch a Wife would charm. 


She. And can you then like the old Rule, 
Be conjugal, honeſt, and dull, | 
And marry, and look like a Fool 
| For I muſt be plain, 
All Tricks are in vain, 
There's nothing can gain 
I The Thing you d obtain, 
But moving, and proving, 
By wedding, true loving, 


My Leſſon I learnt at School. 1 


=C- 
He. Til do't by this Hand, 
Tve Houſes, I've Land, 
Eſtate too in good Freehold; 
My Dear, let us joyn, 
It al thall be thine, 
Beſides a good Purſe of Gold. 


She. You make me to bluſh now I vow, 
Oh Lord, ſhall I too baulk my Cow; 
But ſince the late Oath you have ſwore, 
Your Soul ſhall not be 
In Danger for me, 
III rather agree, 
Of two to make three, 
We'll Wed, and weill Bed, 
There's no more to be ſaid, 
And III neer go a Milking more. 


. 
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VOoung e Collin cleaving of a Beam 

At ev ry thumping, thumping Blow cry d "Ta 
And told his Wife, and told his Wife, | 

And told his VVife, who the Cauſe wou'd know, 
That Hem made the V Vedge much further go- 
Plump Joan, when at Night to Bed they came, 
And both were playing at that ſame; 

Cry d hem, hem, hem prithee, prithee, prithee Collin do, 
If ever thou lov'd'ſt me, Dear, hem now ; 

He laughing anſwer'd no, no, no 

Some V Vork will ſplit, will ſpile, fit half a Blow: ; 
Beſides now I bore, now I bore, now I tore, 
Now, now, now I bore, 

I hem when I cleay?, but now I have, | A 


- 


(49) 
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A SONG. 


dear Cock adoodle, 

| My Jewel, my Joy; 

My Darling, my Honey, 
My Pretty ſweet Boy: 

Before I do Rock thee, 
With ſoft Lul. la. by; 

Give me thy ſweet Lips, 1 
To Kils, kiſs, kiſs, kiſs, kiſs, kiſs. 


Thy Charming high Fore. head, 


Thy Eyes too like Sloes; 


Thy fine Dimple Chin, 


And thy right Roman Noſe: 
Wich ſome pretty Marks 
That lie under thy Cloaths; 
Sure thou'lt be a rare one, 
To Kiſs, kiſs, &. 


To make thee grow quickly, 


I'll do what I can: 
I'll Feed thee, I'll Stroak thee, 
I'll make thee a Man: 
Ah! then how the Laſſes, 
Moll, Betty and Nan: 
For thee will run Mad, 
To be KIs d, kiſs'd, &c. 


And then in due Seaſon, 
My Billy ſhall Wed, 

And Lead a young Lady, 
From Church to the Bed: 


A Welfare the looſing, 


Of her Maiden. Head; 


If Billy come near her, 


Ta Kiſs, kiſs, &c. 
. D Then 


(309 
Then Welfare high Fore. head, 
And Eyes black as Sloes; 
And Welfare the Dimple, 
And Welfare the Noſe : 
And all pretty Marks 


That lie under thy Cloaths: 
For none is more hopeful, 


To Kiſs, kiſs, &c. 5 ohe 200, . F IM #1 


PEO 2 nE. = IIS 4 HAD 


A SON... 


* OU love, and yet whin I ack; Nn to marry mez 
Still have recourſe to the Tricks of your Art, 
Then like a Fencer you cunningly parry me, _ 
Yet the ſame time makea Paſsat my Heart. 
Fye, fye Deceiver, 
No longer Endeavour, n <7! 1; 
Or think this way ever the Fort will be won; ; 
No fond Careſſing | | 
Muſt be, nor 75 2AM | 
Or tender Embracing till th Parſon has done, 


Some ſay that Marriage a Dog with a Bottle 3 bs; 
Pleaſing their Humours to rail at their Wives; 
Others declare it an Ape with a Rattle is, 

Comfort's Deſtroyer, and Plague of their. Lives: 
Some are affirming, 
A Trap 'tis for Vermin, 
And yet with 11 Bait not the Priſon agree; 
Ventring to chouſe me 
Muſt let me eſpouſe you, | 
If cer my dear Mouſe you will Ahle at me. 


„ 
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* E London Valets all are Creatures, 
No Modern Beau can live without, 
Who tho' the Devil be in our Natures, 
Divinely bring Intrigues about: | 
We wait, we run, cajole each Dun, 
Who threatens with the Laws Diſaſters, 
In Taverns ſnore, on Bench till Four, 
Then bring the Miſs for Morning Bliſs, | 
And of ten ſnack her w ith our Maſters 15 


At Seaſons when the Senate's ſitting, 
We mimick each Law-maker there, 
Without Doors thoſe within outwitting, 

| And act the Speaker in the Chair; 
With Votes and Pleas, 
And Means and Ways, 
We ape the Legiſlative Jurys; 
At thend oth Day 
We ſee a Play, 
There full of Ale 
The Gallery ſcale, 
And roar, and clatter like the Furys. 


Oft-times by Order tis our Duty, 
To go to the Play-houſe and take Rooms, 
There cheek. by jole we ſit with Beauty, 
And out-do clearly all Perfumes, 
Or if no Play | 
Will pleaſe that ws 1 
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CH). 


We re hurried ſtrait to Hide-Parł Corner, 
e Crambo ſing 
Of all the Ring, 
What wanton Wives 
Lead Modiſh Lives, | 
And who's the Cuckold, who! s the Horner. 
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A neu Dialogue : Sung by a Boy and Girl, 


He. Elemene, pray tel] me, 
Pray, pray tell me Celemen?, 


When thoſe pretty, pretty, pretty Byes I ſee, 


Why my Heart beats, beats, beats, beats in my 
(Breaſt, 


Why, why it will not, it will not, why, why, 
(it will not ler me reſt :- 


Why this vembling, why this trembling too 
(all oer? 


_ Pains Inever, pains I never, never, never felt 
(before: 
en thus I touch 
(your hand, 
Why I wiſh, Iwiſh, I with, I was a Man ? 
She. dia ſhou'd I know more than you? 
Vet woud be a Woman too. 
Wien you wath yourſelf and play, 
] methinks could look all day; 
Nay, 12 now, nay, * now am pleas d, am 
(pleas'd fo well, 
Shou'd you, ſhou'd you kiſs me, I won't tell, 
Shou'd you, ſhou d you kiſs me, I won't tell, 
No, no I won't tell, no, no I wont tell, no, 
(no I wont tell, 


Shou d you kiſs me I won't tell. He. 


And when thus I touch, 


He. Tho' I cou d do that all day, 


Sure, ſure in Love there's ſomething more, 


She. 


Cd 


And defire no better play: 


Which makes Manma ſo bigg, ſo bigg before. 


Once by chance I hear d it nam d, 


Dont ask what, don't ask what, for Tm aſham d 


Stay but till you're paſt Fifteen, 


E- 


She. My Breaſts do fo heave, ſo heave, ſo heave, 


Then youll un, then, then you [] know 
(what 'tis I mean, 


Then you'll know, then youll know what 


56 tis Imean. 
However, loſe not preſent bliſs, 
But now we re alone, let's kiſs: 2 
But now we're alone, let's kiſs. / 


Hz. My Heart does ſo pant, pant, pant; 
She, There' 8 Something, ſomething, ſomething more. 


(we want, 


There's Something, ſomething, ſomething more 
(we want, 


2b 5 2 2 5 8 88 8 8 868 6. 2 b 8 25 


A Dialogue SONG, 


Lowaabella my bouncing Doxie, 


Come let's trudge it to K'rkham Fair, 


There's ſtout Liquor enough to Fox me, 


And young Cullies to buy thy Ware. 


She. Mind your Matters ye Sot without medling 
How I manage the ſale of my Toys, 

Get by Piping as I do by Pedling, 
Lou need never want me for ſupplies. 


D5⁵ö;— 


(54) 

He. God-a-mercy my Sweeting, I find thou _ 

VTEC tin 
To hint by this twitting, Lowe thee a "Ra 85 
She. Tho for that I've been ſtaying, a greater Debt's 
r (paying; 
au re rate of delaying will never Compound. 

He. Ill come home when my Pouch is full, 

And ſoundly pay thee all old Arrears; 

She. Youll forget it your Pate's ſo dull, 

As by your late drowzy Neglect appears. 

He. May the Drone of my Bag never hum, 

If I fail to remember my Blowze. 

She. May my Buttocks be ev ry ones Drum, 
Fl _ thou _ pay me a Souſ. 

He. Squeakham, Squeakham, Bag-pipe will make 
Wine Friſking, Money beine Is *I bay 

She. Smoaking, 'Toping, Landlady groping, - 
Whores and Scores will ſpend it again. 

He. By the beſt as I gueſs in the Town, 

I fwear thou ſhalt have e ery Groat; 

She. By the worſt that a Woman e'cr found, 

If Thave it will ſignify noughtz _ 

He. If good Nature works no better, 

Blowzabelia I d have you to know, 

Though you fancy my Stock is ſo low, 

T've more Rhino than always I ſhow, 

For ſome good Reaſons of State that I know. 

She. Since your Cheating I always knew, 
For my Ware I got ſomething too, 
Ive more Scenſe than to tell to you. 

He. Sing'y then let's imploy V Vir, + 
I'11 uſe my Pipe as myGain does hit. 

She. And If Ia new Chapman get, 
You'll be eaſy too, bs 

He. Eaſy as any worn out Shoe. 3 

y y WC 10 CHO- 
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„5 CHORUS ata; 

Free md Fro ck we'll Couple Gratis, 
Thus we Il ſhow all the Human Race: 

That the belt of the Marriage State is, 
Blowzabella's and Collin's om . 


EET ARA 
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8 poſe a Man does a 1 ein pn 

To unſlave himſelf from a ſeolding Wi, 
He can't get out, but hops about, - 
Like a marry d Bird on the Cage of Lite. 
She on Miſchief bent, is neter content; 

Which makes the poor Man cry out, 

Rigid Fate, Marriage State, | 

No Reprieve but the Grave; oh hard Condition 


re =>. anos, 6 


Come III tell you: how this Wife to ww! 
And quickly bring her to her laſt; _ 
Your Senſes pleaſe, indulge your Eaſe, E 
Refiſt no Joy, and each Humour aſte. 
Then let her ſqual, and tear and baul, | 
And with whining cry her Eyes ont: + 
Take a Flask, do * Flask, Hs 
Whip it up, fip it up, that's your Pſi 
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A SONG. 


| T O Cullies and Bullies - 
| Of Country and Town, 
To VVearers and Tearers 
Of Manteau and Gown, _ (Steeple, 
All Chriſtian good People that live round Paul's 
Fl tell you a pleaſant Caſe ; 
Hot headed I wedded 1 
At Age of Threeſcore, WE 
A flaunting young V Vanton, 
Eighteen and no more; 
Of Parents I ſought her, and Money ſoon bought her, 
I well might have had more Grace; 
For daily at Table, | 
She'd pout and ſhed ſquable 
And this ſtil] was all I got. 
VVhen eer I ask'd why, 
She'd cry piſh fie, 
For Gold nor Apparel, 
I never did Quarrel, 5 
But only you ſtarve my Cat. 


A pritty young Kitty 
She had that could Pur, _ 
*T was gameſome and handſome, 
And had a rare Fur, 

And ftraight up I took it, and offer d to ſtroke it, 
In hopes I ſhou'd make it kind, 
But lowting and powting, 


It ſtill was to me, 
” Tho' 
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Tho Nature the Creature deſi ign d ſhou d be free, 
I play d with it's Wiſkers and would have had Dif. 
But as it was Dumb and Blind, (courſe 
When Cloris unquiet who knew well it's Diet, 
And found that I wanted that. 
Cry d pray Run, fetch John, 3 
He the Man that Can, 
When it does need it, 
Beſt knows how to Feed it, 
Or gad you will ſtrave mp Cat. 


As fleet as my Feet, 
. Could convey mel ſpeed, 
To Johnny who many 
Times Puſſey had fed. 
| told him my 45 he wanted no Warrant, 
But haſted to ſhew his SEAT, © 
He took it to ftroak it, 
And cloſe in his Lap, 
He Laid it to feed i 1 
And gave it ſome Pap, 
And with ſuch a Paſſion, it 1 the Collation, | 
It's Belly began to fill. 
And now within Doors is, ſo merry my Cloris, 
She Laughs and grows wondrous Fat, 
And I run for Tom, 
| Who's the Man that can, 
Tho' Im a diſtance, 
Give preſent Afiance, 
To * her and feed her Cat. 
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When I play' the Sot and Married, 
'Tis a Trap there's none need doubt ont, 
Thoſe that are int will fain get out ont. 


She, Fye my Dear, pray come to Bed; © 
That Napkin take and bigd your Head, . 
Too much Drink your Brain has dos d,. 
You'll be quite alterd when repos d. 


down, 
be Sone. 8 


He. Qons tis all one, if I am up rgb 
For as ſoon as the Cock crows, I'll 
She. Tis to grieve „ you leave mes | 


Was I was I made a Wife to lyealo 


He. From your Arms myſelf divorcing, 


4 x 
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I this Morn muſt ride a Courſing, 


S far excels a Madam. 
Or all Wives baye been fince Ad, 


Se. T when thus, Ive loſt my due, | 
Muſt Hug my Pillow wanting you, 
And whileſt you tope all the Day, 


” 


Regale in Cups of harmleſs Tea. 


He. Pox what care I, drink your ſlops till you dye, 
Yonders Brandy will keep me a Month from 

| (home. 
Spe. If thus parted I broken hearted, 
When I ſend for you my dear pray come. _ 
EP >» er 
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He. E're TIl be from rambling hindred, 
I'll Renounce my Spouſe l and Kindred, uk 
To be Sober I.have no Leaſare, 
What's a Man without his Pleaſure, © - 


| She. To my Grief then I muſt ſee, 


Strong Ale and Nantz my Rivals be; 
Whileſt you tope it with your Blades, 
Poor l fit OY WIEK my Maids. 


He. Oons you may g0 to SI Goſſi ips you 1 6 6 
And there if you can meet a Friend pray do. 


She. Go you Joker, go Provoker, 
Never never ſhall I meet a Man like you. 


2442444444 
Cupid turn d Tinker, = f 


Air Venus thas an | 
On a Rainy "Bleak-Day, 


Thus ſent her Child Cupid a Packing, | 


Get the gone from my Door, 
Like a Son of a Whore, 
And elſewhere ſtand Bouncing and Cracking: 


To tell the plain Truth, 
Our little Blind Youth, 
Beat the Hoof a long while up: and nn 2 | 
Till all dangers paſt, - 
By good Fortune at laſt, | 
He Stumbled i into a great Town Sir. 


Then ſtraight to himſelf, 
Crys this ** ſly Elf, 
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Since Begging brings little Relief Sir, 
A Tradelll Commence, _ 
That ſhall bring in the Pence, 
And ſo he ſet up for a Thief Sir. 


At Play-Houſe and Kerk, 
Where he lily did Lurk, 
He ſtole Hearts from young and old People, 
Till at laſt, ſays my Song, 
He had like to have Swung, 
On a Gallows as high as a Steeple. 


Then with Arrows and Bow, 
He a Soldier muſt go, | 
And Straight he ſhot Folks without Warning, 
He thought it no Sin, 
When his Hand was in, 
T9 kill you a Hundred each Morning. 


When he found that he made, 
Little gains by this Trade, 
What does our fly graceleſs Blinker, 
But ftraight changed his Note, 
As well as his Coat, c 
And needs muſt paſs for a Tinker. 


Have you any Hearts to mend, 
Come III be your Friend, 
Or elſe IIl expect not a Farthing, 
I bo they're Burnt to a Coal, 
III foon make em whole, 


And Maids is not this a fair Bargain. 


But Maids have a Care, 
Of This Tinker beware, 


e 
Shun the Rogue tho he ſets ſuch a Face on't, 
Where he ſtops up one Hole, 
*'Tis true, by my Soul, | 8 
He'll at leaſt leave a Score in the Place ont. 


Sb S &. . . 8 , 64 4 
A SONG. 


Quaker. * Friend thy Beauty ſeemeth good, 

We Righteous have our failings, 
I'm Fleſh and Blood, methinks I cou'd, 
Wert thou but free from Ailings. 


Harlot. Believe me Sir Im newly broach'd, 
And never have been in yet, | 
T vow and ſwear I neer was touch d, 
By Man till this Day Sen night. | 


Quaker. Then prithee Friend now prithee do, 
Nay, let us not defer it, 


And III be kind to thee when thou, 
Haſt laid the Evil Spirit. 


Harlot. I vow I won't indeed I ſhant, 
Unleſs I've Money firſt Sir, 
For if I ever truſt a Saint, 
I with I may be Curſt Sir. 


Quaker. I 8 like the Wicked ſay, 
I Love thee and Adore thee, 
And therefore thou wilt make me pay, 


So here is Six-pence for thee. 
N Harlot: 


(6) 


Harlot. Confound you for a ſtingy Whig, 
D' ye think I live by ſealing,  - 
Farewel you Puritannick Prig, 

I ſcorn to take your Shilling, 


Oz. 
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A SONG. 


A* n in PIR D 


ryed Woman ne er truſt 


Alas — are all 
Unkind or Unj juſt, 


ANymph who was bu: Too 
Soon ng did Reply, {i i: 


The Men we all find, 


More falſe and unkind, 52177 


Except me he cried, 
And me ſhe replied, 
Then try me, ſaid he, 

1 dare not, faid the. 

The Swain did purſue, 
Each alter d their Mind, 
She vow d he was true, 


He ſwore ſhe was kind. 


, ( 63 ) 
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An in the Dining of a Winters Mad 
"Backer Dick and I went forth i into the Barn, 


To get our ſelves a Heat, 

By rect 18 of the Wheat, (Stack, 
From the Stask ,- 2 the — bil be Stack, the 

The Straws they flew about, 2 

And the Fhils the kept a rout, ef 2 
With a 7 hwack, Tomak, wack, Thwack, Threads 


rgery came in, then with beg by 00 Fot, 
ul of 2udding: that was Nach ER SHE 
I caught her by ; eck falt, ms * 
And thank d be i Break, 11 
With a Smack, Smack, &. ae, Smack, "Snack; ba 
Then up went her Tail, | 
| And down went the Flail, 
With a Thwack, Twack, 8c. 
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Dick threſhin on, cry'd out fye gbr Fuer 3 

Muſt I beat the Puſh whilſt you catch the Game ? pos 
Sow your wild Oats, | 
And mind not her wild Notes 

Of alack, alack, alack, alack: 
Faith, I did the Job So 
Whilſt the Flai] yy: a Bak, 

With a Thwack, &c. 


She ſhook off the Straws, and ai 1 ww 
3 there was no Defence e a Flail 


(64) 
But 2 lay ſtill 
4 And Lid me fill, fill, fill, 
Her Sack, Sack, Sack, "Sack, Sack; 
But twas all in vain, 
For I had ſhe4 my Grain, 
With a Twack, &c. 
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Mountebank's 8 O N G: 


Sg EE, Sirs, ſee here, a Doctor! rare, 
Who Travels much at Home; 
Here take my Bills, I cure all Ills, 
Paſt, preſent, and to come, 

The > 

The Gout, the Stone, the Pox, 

The Mulligrubs, the Bonny Scrubs, 
And all Pandora -Box. 

Thouſands Tve diſſected, 
Thouſands new erected; 

And ſuch Cures effected 

As none e er can tell: 

Let the. Palſy ſhake ye, 

Let the Collick rack ye, 

Let the Crincums break ye; 

Take this and you are well. 


Come Wits ſo keen, devour d wich Spleen, 


Come Beaus whove ſprain'd your Backs, 
Great-belly d Maids, old founder d Jades, | 
And pepper'd Vizard Cracks. 

ſoon remove, the Pains of Love, 
And cure the Love-ſick Maid, 
The Hot, the Cold, the Young, the Ola, 


ramp, "the Sti tch, the Squirt, the eh, 5 
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The Living and the Dead 

E clear the Laſs, with Wainſcot Face, - 
And Pump-ginets free, * | 
Plump Ladies red, like Saracen s-Head, 
With Toping Ratafee. 

This with a Jirk, will do the Work, 
And Purge ye oer and o er:: D 
Read, Ju eite and Try, 5 if you die, = 
Never lieve me more. 6 Big Da, 
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Pres: in 3 bred. 1 > 3 BE kl 
From my lovingMoticn,ftill was call d to Prayers: 

I made muckle Buſtle, Loves dear Fort to win; 

But the Ark Apoſtle, told her twas a Sin. 


Faſting and Repentance, with ſuch whining Cant, 
With the Doomſday Sentence, frighten'd my young 
He taught her the Duty, Heavenly Joys to know, Caint, 
I that lik d her Beauty, taught her thoſe Below. 


Nature took my part ſtill, Senſe did Reaſon blind, 
That for all his Art ſtill, the to me inchnd 5 _ 
Strange Delight hereafter, did ſo dull appear, 
She as I had taught her, vow d. to ſhare em here. 


(ing Race, 


Faith t tis worth your Laughter, mong'ſt the cant- 
Neither Son, nor Daughter, ever yet had Grace. 
Peggy on a Sunday, with her Daddy vext, 

Came to me on Monday, and forgot his Text. 
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Ook-Lorre! would needs have the Devil his 
Y 41 bas I ng 52; (Gueſt, B. 
And bid is once into the PrakivoDivner:; 5 
Where never the Fiend had ſuch a Feaſt, 
Provided him yet at the charge of a Sinner. FT! 


His Stomach was queaſie, (for coming there Coach d) IIi 
The jogging had caus d ſome Crudities riſe; 
To help it he call'd for a Puritan poach'd, 


Thatieſeg" to thre: «up the Tt of his » yes. 4 
And fo ere were unto his Wiſh,” 17 | F; Th 

He ſat down, and he fell to Eat; 8 g 
— in Plumb- broth was the firſt Din, 

His own privy Kitchin Had: no ſuch Near. „ Th 
ie o with au he much was taken, | 1 7 e 

Upon à ſudden he ſhifted his Trencheerr ] 
As Goo as he ſpied the Bawd and Bacon, 

By this you may note the Devil's a Wencher. A] 
Six pickled Taylors ſliced and cut, | 1 

Sempſtreſſes, Tire-woman, fit for his Pallet ; pi NY 4 
With Feather-Men and Perfumers put, . 
a Some Twelve | in a Charger to make a grand Sallet. fo 
A Rich Fat Uſurer ftew'd in his Name, An 


And by him a Lawyer's Head and Green Sawce ; 2 
Both which his Belly took-in like a Barrow, 


As if till then he ha never ſeen Sawce. 
K Then 


ES. 
Then Carbonado!d:and Cookd with pains, * KF: 
Was brought upa Cloven Ser jean 8 Face; K 
The Sawce was made of the Yeoman's Brains, 
That had been beaten out with his own — 


Two roaſted Sheriffs came whole to the Board, * 
The Feaſt had nothing been wirhout em) In 
Both living and dead di were Fox d ind Furr, 
Their Chainslike Saufages hung about em. 


The very next Diſh was the Mayor of a Town, GE 
Witha Pudding of Maintenance thruft in his Belly, 

Like a Gooſe in the Feathers dreſt in his Gown, 
And-his couple of -Hinch-Boys boif d to * 


A London Cue kold hot from theſpit; © 1 5 \ 
And when the Carver' up had ek him, a”: 
The Devil chopt up his Head at a bit, Chim. 


But the Horns were very near like to have choak'd 


The Chine of a Letcher too there wWas roaſted, 
With a plump Harlo”s Haunch an Suck; Fon 
A Pandor's Pettitoes that had boafted; © Don 
Himſelf for a Captain, * was Warlike 


A largefat Paſty of a Midwife hot, | 
And for ol bak'd Meat into the Story ; 

A reverend Painted Lady was broug | 
And Cola 85 in Cruft till now ſhe Was toary.” 


To theſe, an overgrown Tafics of Peace, 
With a Clarklikea Gizard thruſt under each Arm; 

And Warrants for Sippets laid in his own Greaſe, 
Set Over a Chaffing-iſh to be kept warm. 


The 
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The Jowl of a Jaylor ſerv'd up for Fiu, 
A Conſtable ſous d with. Vinegar bj 
Two Alderman-Lobſters aſleep in a Diſnh, 


A Deputy-Tart, a Church-Warden-Pye. , 
All which he devour'd, then for a cloſs, | 

Did for a full Draught of Darby call; ( 
He heav'd the huge Veſſel up to his Noſe, _ Th 

And left not till he had drankup al, „ [i 


Then from the Table he gave a ſtart, I 18 
Where Banquet and Wine were nothing ſcarce; In 
All which he ſtarted away with a Fart, 
From vrhence it was called the Devil's Arſe. 


And there he made ſuch a breath with the Wind, # 


The hole too ſtanding open the while; 
That the ſcent of the Vapour before and behind, 
HFath fouly perfumed moſt part of the Iſle. 


And this was Tobacco, the Learned ſuppoſe, 
Which fince in Country, Court and Town ; 

In the Devil's Gliſter- pipe ſmoaks at the Noſe, 
Of Polecatand Madam, of Gallant and Clown, 


From which wicked Weed, with Swine's-fleſh Fr 
2 | ( Uing, 
Or any thing elſe that's feaſt for the Fiend; | 


Our Captain and we cry God fave the King, 
And ſend him good Meat and Mirth without end. 
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The Female Scuffle, a SONG. 


F late in the Park a fair Fancy was ſeen, 
Bet wixt an old Baud, and a luſty young Quean, 
Their parting of Money began the Uproar, (Whore; 
[|] have Half ſays the Baud, but you ſhan't ſays the 
Why tis my own Houſe, WE 
I care not a Louſe, 
IIIl ha' Three Parts in Four, or you get not a Souſe. 


Tis I, fays the Whore, muſt take all the Pains, _ 
And you ſhall be damn'd e er you get all the Gains. 
The Baud being vexed, ſtreight to her did ſay, 
come off with your Duds, and I pray pack away; 
And likewiſe your Ribbons, your Gloves, and your 
For naked you came, and ſv out you gobare; (Hair, 

Then Buttock fo bold, 
Began for to ſcold, 
Fiarrydan was not able her Clack for to hold. 


Both Pell-Mell fell to't and made this uproar, 
Vith theſe Compliments, th'art a Whore; | 
he Bauds, and the Buttocks, that liv'd there around, 

ame all to the Caſe, both pocky and ſound, 
Jo ſee what the Reaſon was of this ſame Fray, 
Ihat did ſo diſturb them before it was Day; 
: If I tell you amiſs, Ei 
Let me never more piſs, 


Ihis Buttocks ſo bold ſhe named wasIS7/s. 


By Quiffing with Cullies Three Pounds ſhe had got, 
And but one Part of Four muſt fall to her lot; 5 
| hat 
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That all the Bauds cried let us turn her out bare, 
Unleſs ſhe will yield to return her Half-thare.; 
If the will not, well help to ſtrip off her Cloaths, 
And turn her abroad with a Slit o' the Noſe; 
Who when ſhe did ſee, 

; There was no Remedy, 
For her from the tyranous Bauk to get fre. 
The Whore from the Money was forced to yield, 
And in the Concluſion the Baud got the Field. 
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_— the Husband, whoſe Wife has 
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| | (been try'd, 
ot doomꝭd to the Bed of an ignorant Bride? 
Secure of what's left, he ne er miſſes the reſt, 
But where there's enough, ſuppoſes a Feaſt: 
So foreknowing the Cheat, 
Nie Eſcapes the Bere 5 
And in Spight of the Curſe, he reſolves to be bleſt. 


If Children are Bleſſings, his Comforts the more, 

Whoſe Spoaſe has been known to be fruitful before; 

And the Boy that ſhe brings ready made to his Hand, 

May ſtand him inftead-for an Heir to his Land 
Shou d his own prove a Sot, 
When tis lawfully Got: | 

As when e er it is ſo, if it don't IIl be hang d. 
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Girl, Brother and Siſter. 


my deareft, my deareſt Celide, 
He A Tother Day I ask'd my Mother, 
Why thy Lodgins chang'd muſt be, 
| Why not lye Rill with thy 5 


Fhe. 1 n well you did, 
And I know too what ſhe i 


Liſſis is a great Boy, great Boy e 
Therefore now muſt lye alone. x 


CHORUS. e 
He, To . us the Ci from of Modofty IV, aber, 


i 70 had Breeches. = 
She. Or you had Jong Coats. 


He, I wound what's in my little tiny Nerd 
Sure there s ſome Wircheraft in the 9 


ISS 


„ze. Or what Devil here ell 
That my Petticoats thus hides ; 
For I long for a kiſs. | 


He. So do I. 


She. Mother laughs an Hotel or two when I. 
Sometimes ask to know why 


A A He and a dhe may not bed at our r Size, | 1 
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As well as two Girls, 
Or as well as two Boys. 


He. J will, ſince I am kept from you, 
Get a Wife as ſoon as may be: 


She. And III get a Husband too, 
Three times bigger than my Baby. 


CHORUS. 


Let's laugh then, and follow our innocent Play, 
And kiſs when Mamma 1s gone out of the way ; 

For | fear we ſhall cry when we know, © 
Tis all that a Brother and Sifter may do. 


— Im 
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And all is with a Mark a Year, 
The which my Mother gave me. 
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If The Female Portion, a SONG. 

TOW all my Friends are laid in Grave, 

+ N And nothing they have left me, 

| at a Mark a Year my Mocher gave, 

0 By which for to Protect me; 

j Yet I live on the Leagure till, 8 
N 0 As Brave as any Lady, 7 ] 


—— 
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have my Pimps at my command, 
My Coach on me attending, 
If any one be Cut or Slaſh'd, | þ 
Or any one offending ; 
They'll bear me cut, of all tie Rout, 
As Brave, &c. 
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My high Commode, my Damask Gown, 
My lacd Shoes of. Spaniſb Leather, 
A Silver Bodkin in my Head, | 
And dainty Plume of Feathers, 
As Brave, &c, © 


A Lord, a Knight, a Gentleman, 
Is welcome to my Ovenz 
The finical Courtier with his Tricks, 
Whoſe Beard's but newly ſhaven ; 
All's one to me whoe er he be, 
He's welcome ſtill as may be; 
Gra-mercy Mother for thy Gift, 
It's a Portion for a Lady. 


8 2 2 2 8 8 TE EEE EEES 
A SON 
Ord! what's come to my Mother, 
That every Day more than other, 
My true Age ſhe would ſmother, 
And ſays Im not in my Teens; 
Tho' my Sampler Ive ſown too, 
My Bib and my Apron out- grown too, 
Baby quite away thrown too, | 
I wonder what tis ſhe means; 
VVhen our John does ſqueeze my Hand, 
And calls me ſugar ſweet, 
My Breath almoſt fails me, 


I know not what ails me, 
My Heart does ſo heave and fo beat. 


I have heard of Deſires, 
From Girls that have juſt been of my Years, _ 
E Lore 


—— 
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Love compar'd to ſweet Bryers, 
That hurts and yet does bn 
I; Love finer than Money, 
Or can it be ſweeter than 'Honey, 
I'm poor Girl ſuch a Toney, © 
Evads that I cannot gueſs, I 
But Im ſure Ill watch more near, 
There's ſomething that Truth will te, / 
| For if Love be a Bleffing, 
To pleaſe beyond Kiſſing, 
Our Jane 2 our Butler do know, 


ASEAAEAGEEGGAREAEALE 
A SON G. 


Luſty young Smith at his Vice ſtood a Filing, 

A Raub, rub, "Tub, rub, rub, rub, in and out, in 
and out bo; „ 

When to him a Buxom young Damſel came ſmiling, 

And ask'd if to Work at her Forge he wou'l go: 


With a rub, rub, rub, 7k, rub, rub, in and out, 
(tn and out bo: 


A Match quoth the Smith, ſd away they went thicher, 
Rub, rub, rub, rub, rub, rub, in aud out, in aud 


(out Ho; 


They ſtri pp d to go tot, 'ewas hot Work, and hot 
(Weather, | 


She kindled a Fire, and ſoon made him blow: 
With a rub, rub, &c. 
Her Husband, the faid, could ſcarce raiſe up his 
(Hammer, 
An Strength and his — were worn out long ago 


nun 1 

If ſhe got her Journyman, cou d any Blame her, 
Lock here quoth our Workman, my Tools are 

With a rub, rub, &c. C (not ſo, 


Red-hot grew his Iron, as both did deſire, | 
And he was too wiſe not to ſtrike while twas ſo ; 

Quoth ſhe what I get, I get out of the Fire 
Then prithee ſtrike home, and redouble the Blow: 

With a rub, rub, co. i: 3 e 


Six times did his Iron, by vigorous Heatin 
Grow ſoft in the Food ina Minute or 05 | 
As often twas harden d ſtill beating and beating, 

But the more it was ſoften d it harden d more flow: 
With a rub, rub, &c. N | 2 


The Smith then wou'd go, quoth the Dame full of 
(Sorrow, 

On what wou'd I give, cou'd my Cuckold do fo, 
Good Lad with your Hammer come hither to Mor- 
| crow 

But pray can't you uſe it once more e er you go > 
With à rub, rub, Kc. eee 


FEE 
A SON G. 


5 Gn now the World's turn'd upſide down, 
And all Things chang d in Nature; 
As if a Doubt were newly grown, 
We had the ſame Creator: 
Of ancient Modes, and former Ways, 
IIl teach you, Sirs, the Manner; 


* 11 
1 3 p! 
; * 11 
* 8 : 
| ens 2 1 1 
|: 5 k SY . — 4 


= — — — — — — — — 


= n 
In good Queen Beſſes Golden Days, 


When I was a Dame of Honour. ; 


1 had an ancient Noble Seat, 

Tho' now tis come to Ruin; 
Where Mutton, Beef, and ſuch good Meat, 
| In th' Hall were daily Chewing : 

Of humming Beer my Cellar full, 

I was the Yearly Donor; _ | 
Where toping Knaves had many a Pull, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My Men of homeſpun honeſt Greys, 
Had Coats and comely Badges; 
They wore no dirty ragged Lace, 
Nor eer complain'd for Wages ; 
For gawdy Fringe and Silks oth' Town, 
I fear d no threatning Dunner : 
But wore adecent Grogram Gown, 
When I wasa Dame of Honour. 


I never thought Cantharides, 
Ingredient good in Poſſet, 
Nor ever ſtript me to my Stays, 
To play the Punt at Baſſet ; 
In Patiafe ne er made debauch, 
Nor reel'd like toping Gunner; 
Nor let my Mercer ſeize my Coach, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


I ſtill preſerv'd my Maiden fame, 
In ſpight of Oaths and Lying; 
Tho' many a long chinn'd Youngſter came, 
And fain would be enjoying : | 
My Fan, to guard my Lips I kept, 
From Cupid's lewd o errunner; 


And 


— 


5 „ 
And many a Roman NoſeT rappd, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My curling Locks I never bought 
Of Beggar's dirty Daughters ; 

Nor prompted by a wanton Thought, 
Above Knee ty d my Garters; 

I never glow'd with Painted Pride, 

Like Punk when the Devil has won her: 

Nor prov'd a Cheat to be a Bride, | 

When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My Neighbours ftill I treated round, 
And Strangers that came near me; 
The Poor too always Welcome found, 
Whoſe Prayers dil ftill endear me; 
Let therefore who at Court would be, 
No Chur], nor yet no Fawner : 
Match in old Hoſpitality, | 
Queen Beſs's Dame of Honour. 


SL&EKILESISISISISSISS 


F* the Fields in Froſt and Snow, © \ © 
Watching late and early, | 

There I keep my Father's Cows; 
There I Milk em Yearly ; 

Boorng here, Booing there, 

Here a Boo, there a Boo, every where a Boo, 

We defy all Care and Strife, = 
In a Charming Country-Life. 


E ; | Then 
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(33). 


Then at home amongſt the Fowls, 


Watching late and early, 
There Itend my Father's Owls; 
There J Feed em Yearly ; 
Whooemg here, Whooeing there, 
Here a Whooe, there a hoo, every where a Whooe, 
Me defy all Care, &c. EY 


When the Summer Fleeces heap, | 


Watching late and early, 
Then I Sheer my Father's Sheep 

Then I keep em Yearly ;: 
Baeing here, Baæing there, | 
Here a Bae, there a Bae, every where a Bac, 
We defy all Care, &c. Y - 


In the Morning e er twas Light, 
In the Morning early, 


There I met with my Delight; 


Once he Loy'd me dearly; 
Moing here, Losing there, . 
Here a Wooe, there a Wooe, every where a IV ooe, 
Oh how free from Care, &c. | 


Eeer the light came from above, 

In the Morning early, 

There I met with my true Love, 

There I met him early; 
Woorng here, Mooing there, | 
Here a Mooe, there a Moos, euery where a Wooe, 
Oh! how free from Care, &c. 


In the Morn at Six a Clock, 
In the Morning early, 
There I feed our Turkey-Cock ; 
There I fed him Yearly ; 


Couing 


OO lO ET 


8 
Couing her e, Couing there, — 
Here Cou, there a Cou, every where a Cons © 
Oh ! how free from Care, &c. 


In the Morning near the Fens, 

In the Morning early, 

There I feed my Father's Hens; 

There I feed them Yearly ; | | 
Cackle here, Cackle there, | 
Here a Cack, there a Cack, every where a Cack, 
Oh! how free from Care, &c. 


In the Morning with good ſpeed, 
In the Morning da 8 
Imy Father's Ducks do feed; 
In the Morning early; 
Quacking here, Quacking there, 
Here a Quack, there a Quack, every where a 
Ob! how free from Gare, &c. _ (Quack, 


In che Morning fair and fine, 
In the Morning early,  _. 
There I feed my Father's Swine; 
There I feed em Yearly; 
Grunting here, Grunting there, 
Here a Grunt, there a Grunt, every where a Grunt, 


Oh! how free from Care, &c. 
202020230; 0700 2524209422242 2202 
A Dialogue SONG, between a 

Sharper and his Hoſteſs. 
Sharp Hilſt wretchedFools ſneak up and down, 

vy 2 Fro and ſeek about the Town; 
Depreſt by Debrs, and Fortune's Frown, 
By Dons too kept in awe: 

4 8 When- 


, * — — 
—— I N r FR 8: Fo (Ew or 0 4 
ES aig RE. Me Sg re n c * 1 
0 


(80) 

Whenever my Occaſions call, 

And mongſt my Creditors I fall; 

Ive one fine Song that pays em all, 
„ 5 


Floft, Good Morrow Sir, Im glad to ſee, -- 
Yeur Humour is ſo brisk and free; 
1 hope the better 'tis for me, 
If you your Purſe will draw: 
Y have been two Years at Bed and Board, 
And I, Lord help me, took your Word; 
But now muſt have what here is ſcor d, 
For all your Fa, la, la, la, &c. | 


Sharp. My Purſe ſweet Hoſteſs is but lank, - 

But I have ſomething elſe in Bank; ; 
And you at Home III kindly thank, 

With charming ſweet Sol fa: © 73 
We'll ſit and chaunt from Morn to Noon, 
No Nightingale in May or June; 
Did ever ſing ſo fine a Tune, 

As Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


You take me for an Ideot ſure, 

Will this fine Tune my Debt ſecure; 
Or pay my Baker and my Brewer, 

Or keep me from the Law: 

To buy your Shirts there's Money lent, 

Beſides in Meat and Drink more ſpent ; 
And can you think I pay my Rent, 
With Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


Fus. 


Sharp, IIl teach thee ſuch a pretty Song, 5 
Shall pleaſe the Rich, Poor, Old, and Voung; 
Get thee a Husband Stout and Strong, 
Some Country Rich Jack Daw: 
1 : Nay 


* 
* 
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Nay more, IIl bring to quit my Scores, 

A Crew of To in Shes of Whores, 1 

Shall Drink all Night and charm the Hours, 
With Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


Hoft. Ye cunning Rogue this weedling Talk, 
You fancy will rub out my Chalk; 
But J your fly Deſign will baulk, 
When you to Jayl I draw: 
Your boaſted Song's a fooliſh Thing, 
For do but you the Money bring; 
You'll find I can already Sing, 
Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


Sharp. Well ſince Dame Fortune is my Foe, 
And that I muſt to Priſon go; 
Let's have a neat Frisk or ſo, 
And then rub on the Law: | 
Hoff, Well ſince you're on the merry Pin, 1 
And make ſo ſlight the Counter-Gin; 9 
III do't, and let the Tune begin, 9 
With Fa, la, &c. = 


Sharp. Has not my Dance ill Humour charm'd, 
Hoft. 1 muſt confeſs my Blood is warm'd: 
Sharp. And Heart I hope by Love's alarm d, 

To Laugh Ha, ha, ha, ha : 
Hoff. You think you've catch'd me now I ſmile, 
Sharp, No that I'll do at Night dear Child; 
Hoſt. Well Ill the Bayliffs ſtop a while, 

To try your Fa, la, la, &c. 


(82) 
EMM FN TR ME eie 
- A SONG. 


John. F NOme Fu, my Honey, let's to bed, 
7 * K Tug, ſince we are wed; : 
For when I am near thee by defire, 

I burn like any Coal of Fire, 


Fug. To quench thy Flames III ſoon agree, 
Jug 5 Sun, and I the Sea; hy 
All Night within my Arms ſhalt be, 


Cho. Come on then, and Couple together 
Come al, the ON and the eu, 
The Short and the Tall; 
2d hoover then jo, 
For lis Wedding and Beddiny, 
That Peoples the Globe. 


John. My Heart and all's at thy command, 
And tho Tue never a Foot of Land, 
Vet Six fat Ewes, and one milch Cow, 
1 think, my Jug, is Wealth enow. 


ug. A Wheel, Six Platters, and a Spoon, 
Tug A Jacket edg d with blue Galoen; 
My Coat, my Smock is thine, and ſhall, 
And ſomething under beſt of all. 


Cho. Come on then, &c. 
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7 HERE was a bonay Blade 
Had married a Country Maid, 
And ſafely Conducted her Heme. home, home, 
She was neat in ev y Part, 
And ſhe pleaſed him to the Heart, 
But ah! alas, the was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


She was as briglit as che Day, 
And brisk as the May, 
And as round, and as La Plumb püflias 
But Rill the fly 8 - -- 
Caould do nothing but complain, 
Becauſe that his Wife the was Dumb: We 


She cou d Brew, and ſhe cou U Bake, 
She cou d Sew, and ſhe cou d Make, 

She cou'd Sweep the Houſe with a Brome, Brome, 
She cou'd Waſh, and ſhe cou'd Wring, (Brome; 
She cou'd do any Kind of Thing, 

But ah ! alas ſhe was Dumb, Dumb, Dumb. 


To the Doctor then he went, 
For to give himſelf Content, 
And to cure his Wife of che Mum, Mum, Mum, 
O!] tis the eaſieſt Part, | 
That belongs unto my Art, Dumb. 
For to make a Woman ſpeak. that is Dumb, Dumb, 


To the Doctor he did her bring, | 
And he cut her chattering String, Pr 1 
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(84) 
And at Liberty he ſet her Tongue, her Tongue, her 
Her 89 began to walk, (. longue, 
And ſhe began to talk, 
As tho ſhe had never been Dumb, Dumb, Dumb. 


Her Faculty ſhe trys, 4 
And ſhe filled the Houſe with Noiſe, 

And ſhe rattled in his Ears like a Drum, Drum, 
She bred a deal of Strife, (Drum, 
Made him weary of his Life, 

| He'd give any thing ſhe was Dumb, Dumb, Dumb. 


To the Doctor then he goes, 

And thus he vents his Woes, 1 
Oh ! Doctor you ve me undone, undone, undone, 

For my Wife ſhe's turn d a Scold,  -—- 
And her Tongue can never hold, | 
Id give any kind of Thing ſhe was Dumb, Dumb, 


| (Dumb. 
When I did undertake, 
Io make thy Wife to ſpeak, 
It was a Thing eaſily done, done, done; 

But 'tis paſt the Art of Man, 

Let him do whate er he aan | 
For to make a ſcolding Wife hold her Tongue, 

F 1 (Tongue, Tongue, 


N ERC PI PF IE Ie ee ave 
A SONG. - 
The Tipling Philoſophers, 
D IDogenes ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth} 


Delighted in Wine that was good, - 
Becauſe in good Wine there is Trum; But 
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When over a good flowing Bowl: 
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But growing as poor as a Job, 
| Unable ger 4 Ea Ds. 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the Cask. 
Herachtus ne er would deny, | 
To tipple and cheriſh his Heart, 
And when he was maudling he'd cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart ; 
Tho ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 

He wept at Mens Follys and Vice; 
"Twas only his Faſhion to drink, | 
Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes. 

Democritus always was glad 
Of a Bumper to chear up his Soul, 
And would laugh like a Man that was mad 


As long as his Cellar was ſtor d, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was as drunk as a Lord, 
At thoſe that was ſober he'd laugh. 
Copernicus too, like the reſt, | 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt, 
Made Reaſon the better to ſhine; 
With Wine hed repleniſh his Veins, 1 
And make his Philoſophy reel, | 1 
Then fancy d the World, like his Brains, 1 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel. 
Ariſtotle, that Mafter of Arts, | 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, | 
ls due to the Juice of the Vine: 
His Belly, moſt Writers agree, 
Was as big as a watering Trough, 
He therefore leap d into the Sea, 
Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough, 


Old 


(8) 
Old Plato, that learned Divine, 
le fondly to Wiſdom was prone; 
But had it not been for good Winne, 
His Merits had never been known. 
By Wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


224 8 88434844 
A SONG. 


The Second Part of the Tipling 
Philofophers, | 


Heophraftus, that eloquent Sag 
33 ſo greatly ador d, 21 
With the Bottle wou d boldly 525 e, 
When mellow was brisk as a Bird, 
Wou d Chat, tell a Story and feſt, 
Moſt pleaſantly over 2 Glaſs, 35 
And thought a dumb Gueſt at a Feaſt, 
But a dull Philoſophical Aſs. 


Old Strato, who kept up a School, 
To teach Philoſophical Drones, 
Drank Wine, like a Blockhead by Rule, 
Till he'd ſcarce any Fleſh on his Bones; 
Yet liv'd to a very great Age, 
By conſtantly wetting his Clay, 
And when he grew fick of this Stage, 
He inſenſibly ſtaggerd away. 
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Pythag'ras did Silence enjoyn, | 
On his Pupils who Wiſdom wonld ſeek, 
| Becauſe that he tippled good Wine, 
— Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak; 
And when he was whimfical grown, 
With ſipping his plentiful Bowls, 
By the Strength of the Juice in his Crown, 
He conceiv'd Tranſmigration of Souls, 


Wiſe Solon who carefully gave, 
Good Laws unto Athens of Old, 
And thought the rich Cræſus a Slave, 
Tho'a * to his Coffers of Gold; 
He delighted in plentiful Bowis. 
But drinking much Talk would decline, 
Becauſe 'twas the Cuſtom of Fools p 
To prattle much over their Wine. 


Old Socrates ne er was content, 
Till a Bottle had 1 his Joys, © 
Who in's Cups, to the rw, 
Or he ne er had been counted ſo wiſe ; 
Late Hours he certainly lov'd | 
Made Wine the Delight of his Life, 
Or Zant:ppe wou d never have provd, 
Such a dammable Scold of a Wife. 


2 the Frolick and Gay, 5 

ho wiſe, would not baulk his Delight, 

But drank in the Pride of the Day, 
Hugg d Lais of Corinth at Night; 

He was always as free as a Prince, 
And quick at a Pun wake” ax, 

Wou'd never grudge any Expence, 
To purchaſe a Cup of the beſt. 
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Lewd Bion wou'd tipple like mad, 
And talk very wickedly too, 

Or elſe he wou'd never have ſaid, 
The Gods were a Baſtardly Crew, 

And when he got drunk at a Feaſt, 
To Crown his Inebrious Joys, 

He then would reel Home like a Beaſt, 
And Seſs the But-end of his Joys. 


Theodorus, that God of a Man, 
Who fancied his Perſon divine, 
Could never have been-ſo prophane, 
Without frequent Exceſſes of Wine 
Nor cou d ſuch an Atheift as he, 
Be content with a moderate Load, 8 
But muſt drink like a Fiſh in the Sea, 
To ſoar to the Pitch of a God, 
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The South-Sea SONG; or, 
Exchange-Alley Bubbles. 


Þ London ſtands a famous Pile, 


And near that Pile an Alley, 


Where merry Crowds for Riches toil, 


And Wiſdom ſtoops to Folly. - 
Here Sad and Joyful, High and Low, 
Court Fortune for her Graces, AN 
And as ſhe Smiles, or Frowns, they ſhow 
Their Geſtures and Grimaces. 


Here 
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Here Stars and Garters do appear 
Among our Lords the Rabble; 

To buy and ſel], to ſee and hear 
The Jews and Gentiles ſquabble. 
Here crafty Courtiers are too wiſe, . 1 

For thoſe who truſt to Fortune; | 1 
They ſee the Cheat with clearer Eyes, £1 I! 
Who peep behind the Curtain, Il! 


Our greateſt Ladies hither come, 14 
And ply in Chariots daily; 
Oft pawn their Jewels for a Sum, 

To venture in the Alley. of 
Young Harlots too, from Drury-Lane, 
App the Change in Coaches, 
To fool away the Gold they gain, 
By their obſcene Debauches. 


Long Heads may thrive by ſober Rules, 
Becauſe they think and Jrink not ; 

But Headlongs are our thriving Fools, 
Who only drink and think not. 

The lucky Rogues, like Spaniel Dogs, 
Leap into South-Sæa Water; 1 

And there they fiſh for Golden Frogs, 
Not caring what comes after. 


"Tis faid that Alchymiſts of old, 
Cou'd turn a Brazen Kettle; 
Or Leaden Ciſtern into Gold, 
That noble tempting Mettle. 
But if it here may be allow'd,. _ 
Io bring in Great with Small Things x 
Our cunning South-Sea like a God, 
Turns nothing into All Things. 


(9 
What need have we of Indian Wealth, 
Or Commerce with our Neighbours ? 
Our Conftitution is in Health, 
And Riches crown out Labours. 
Our South-Sea Ships have golden Shrouds, 
They bring us Wealth, tis granted; 
But lodge their Treaſure in the Clouds, 
To hide it till it's wanted. 


O Britain bleſs thy preſent State, 
Thou only happy Nation; 
So odly Rich, ſo madly Great, 
Since Bubbles came in faſhion. 
Succeſsful Rakes exert their Pride, 
And count their airy Millions 
Whilſt homely Drabs in Coaches ride, 
Brought up to Town on Pillions. 


Few Men, who follow Reaſon's Rules, 
Grow fat with Soth-Sea Diet; 

Young Rattles, and unthinking Fools, 
Are thoſe that flauriſh by ir. 

Old muſty des, and puſhing Blades, 
Who've leaſt Confidcration 

Grow Rich apace, whilſt wiſer Heads, 
Are ſtruck with Admiration. 


A Race of Men, who t'other Day, 
Lay cruſh'd between Diſaſters; 
Are now by Stock brought into Play, 
And made our Lords and Maſters. 
But thou'd our South-Sea Babel fall, 
What Numbers vvou'd be Frovvning, 
The Loſers then muſt eaſe their Gall, 
By Hanging, or by Drovvning, 


Fire 
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(919 
Five Hundred Millions, Notes and Bonds, 
Our Stock are vvorth in Value; 
But neither lie in Goods or Lands, 
Or Money let me tell ye. 
Vet tho' our foreign Trade is loſt, 
Of mighty Wealth vve vapour; 
When all the Riches that vve boaſt, 
Conſiſt in Scraps of Paper. 


8283242424442 
A SONG. 
Chloe's Advice. 


Elieve not Damon if he ſwears, 
B Ill tell thee Pyllit why: 
Oaths are his conſtanè daily Pray'rs, 
And he that ſwears will lye: 

Like Godtathers they uſeful prove, 
Meer empty Form to ſhew : 

And Baftard Brats, like perjurd Love, 
Require 'em well as true. 


— * ——— 1 he 
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A SONG. 
"The St. James's Romp. 


A t other Day I walk d about, 
Hard by St. James s Square: 
A Female Voice was ſhrill and loud, 
And I ſtopt a while to hear: 
When looking back a pretty Romp, 
I preſently did ſpy ; | | 
Like YVenus\ſeated all in Pomp 
In Parlour-Window nigh.. 


F thought at firſt ſh' had been at Prayers, 
But therein I miſtook ; 
For thus ſhe ſung with. wanton Airs. 

' Whol prick in my Lottery-Rook. 
Still who will come and try their Luck, 
She o'er and o'er did cry, 
For I'm reſolv'd ſome one ſhall do't, 

Or Ill know the Reaſon why. 


My Mother ſhe makes a deadly Noiſe, 
And ſays I a Romp am grown; 
And dearly love to play with the Boys, 
Which is Truth I needs muſt own, 
With filly Girls always to play, 
How childiſh do's it look; 
Then give me ſome dear Boy I ſay, 
To prick in my Lottery-Book. 
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I My Brother Tommy wou d play with me, 
But he's but a filly Boy; 5 
And he and I ſhall ne er agree, 
I gueſs the Reaſon why. 
But ſome kind Boy of riper Days, 
I'd fain methinks now try: 
And if he pricks in the right Place, 
Ill never cry out, not J. | 


My Lottery-Book, III hold up, where, 

He may freely ſtick his Pin; 

And if he do's not fay 'twas fair, 

He ſhall prick and prick again: 
Then let him do't whene er he woo], 
II hold him out or die, 8 
For when he has prickt his Belly full, 

He'll tooner be tir d than I. 


My Book is bound in Velvet ſoft, 
The Leaves they gilded be; 
And if he pricks there neer ſo oft, 
He's welcome heartily: _ 4 
Then wou'd ſome Youth both ſpruce and gay, 
With me but try his Luck, 
Id hug and kiſs him Night and Day, 
To prick in my Lottery-Book. 


ve juſt now Babies in my Eyes, 
| My Hanging-Slese-Coat out-grown; 
\nd I'm ſure I have as ſweet a Prize, 
As ever oon 
Ihen come and take me in the Nick, 
And try this Prize to win; 
nd if I loſe it the firſt Prick, 
I value it not a Pin. 
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Let Mother ſcold, and make a fiir, 
T.1 not be a Fool, not I; 
For I knovv more than ſhe's aware, 
And evads my Luck IIl try: 
I'm juſt Thirteen next Lammas-Day, 
And ſoon for a Husband look, 
Who Night and Day, may vvith me play, 
And prick in my Lottery-Book. 
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The EPILOGUE to the 
Land Princeſs. 


Sung by Mrs. Lindſey. 


N OW to you ye dry Wooers, 
4 Old Beaus, and no Doers, 
So doughty, ſo gouty, _ 

So uſeleſs and toothleſs 

Your blindneſs, cold kindneſs, 
Has nothing of Man; 

Still doating, or gloating, 

Still ſtumbling, or tumbling, 

Still hawking, ſtill baulking, 
You flaſh in the Pan: 
Unfit like old Brooms, 

For ſvveeping our Rooms, 
You're ſunk, and you're ſhrunk, 
Then repent and look tot, 


In vain you re ſo uppiſh, in vain you're ſo uppiſh, I | 
Youre dovvn ev'ry Foot. 


Tha 
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The PROLOGUE to the 


aud Princeſs. "© 
Sung by Mr. Leveridge. {i 


2 been vvith dull Prologues here 22 
| o lon 
They ſignify Nothing, or leſs than a RT. * 
To fing you a Ballad this time vve thought fit, | 
For Sound has oft nick d you vvhen Senſe has not hit: 
Then Ladies be kind, and Gentlemen mind, 
Wit Capers, Play-Sharpers, loud Bullies,tame Cullies, 
SovvGrumblers, WenchFumblers,give Ear ev ry Man: 
Mob Sinners in Pinners,kept Foppers, Bench Hoppers, 
Highflyers, Pit-Plyers, be ſtill if you can; 


You're all in Damnation, you're all in Damnation 
9 (for leading the Van. 


ve Side-box Gallants, vvhom the Vulgar call Beaus, 


Admirers of Self, and nice Judges of Cloaths; 

Who novv the Work's o'er croſs boldly the Main, 

Vet ne er vvere at Sieges, unleſs at Champaine : 

Spare all on the Stage, Love in ev ry Age, 

Young Tattles, vvild Rattles, Fan-tearers, Mask- 
| (fleerers, 

Old Coaſters, Love BDaſters, vvho ſet up for Truth: 

Young Graces, Black Faces, ſome faded, ſome jaded, 

Old Mothers, and others, vvho ve yet a Colt's Tooth, 


See us act that in Winter, you d all act in TOO 
| | 1ou 


7 
5 
. 
bs 
, 


4 15% Sq Wenn mim A” 
. * ? 1 
7 * % _ Cote A 4 — — FE 
wwrgb ton 
APO * * . f 

>" pw 1 wether hw. . — — « * — i. 

I 5 N : . . en pc, - — 1 
— ** 


* e e 


1 


3 
LY 

iF 7 
** 

® 

. 

3 

: 
_ 


CT” 


You Gallery-Hunters, vvho love to lie ſnug, 
And maunch Apples or Cakes, vvhilſt ſome Neigh- 
| | (bour you hug; 

Ye Lofties, Genteels, vvho above us all fit, (Pit; 
And look dovvn vvith Contempt on the Mob in the 
Here's vvhat you like beſt, Jig, Song, and the reſt; 
Free Laughers, cloſe Graffers, dry Jokers, old Soakers, 
Kind Couſins, by Dozens, their Cuſtoms don't break: 
Sly Spouſes, vvith Blouzes, grave Horners in Corners, 
Kind No-Wits, ſave Poets, clap till their Hands ake, 
And tho the Wits damn us, vve Il ſay the Whims take. 
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Spoke by Mr. Pinfe man. 
2 2882 E 88 85 
A PROLOGUE. 


E Prologue over, few regard the Play, 
Fach Bargains with a Trull, and moves 
(away. 


But l, in whom deep Politicks appear, 8 


Firſt drew the Curtain to ſecure you 
| (here: 

Lord, how thoſe look now, that are ſneaking there. 

Since Morning how Ive rambled ev ry way, 

To beg an Intereſt for my ſe'f to Day; 

But what Excuſe was made by e'ry one, 


Rather than give poor * Half a Crown, 


The 


(98) 
The City Wives pretended they wou'd ha come, 
But that their Loving Husbands were at home. 
The Lawyers cry'd they had long Rolls to write, 
And the Merchants ſwore D-— me, it's Poſt Night. 
The French Men 1 nere afk'd, poor ſhifting Scouts, 
Scarce to be truſted with a pair of Boots, 


The Ladies, pretty Rogues, would have been here, 

But all their Money s gone in India Ware. 

} rhought the Ladies had more Niceneſs ſhown, 5 
_ Thanto eſteem damnd ſtuff ſo common grown; 

Now every Ale-Wife has a Damaſk Gown. 5 

In Calicoes and Chints we ſee each Mawkin, 

And Harlots are diſtinguiſh'd by a Hawłin. 

After theſe India Toys the Sex were mad, 

And many a poor Damſel Im afraid 8 

Purchas d an Atlas, with a Maidenhead. 

The Beaus were Careleſs, if they came or no, 
Perhaps into the Side-Box, an Act or ſo; j 
But fays one great Wit, If I comeIdo; 

Some broken Captains promis'd all the Play, 

If Lwould let em in for half the Pay; 

Il anſwerd them, for you know 1 have Wit, 

Tho they were, we were not disbanded yet. 

By all Occurrences I plainly ſee _ | 

The Galleries are the trueſt Friends to me, 5 

They H hither trudge for a front Seat by Three. 

My Thanks to all that form this graceful Scene, 5 


Your Favours every way Id try to win: 
Now Mr. Prompter, let the Play begin. 


. (999 
e 
Spoke by Mir. E mkeman, act- 
ing a Footman in a Lac'd 


UR Poeteſs, 7 in 1 
he Gaming Vice, amongſt the Bel's 
T illuſtate wiſely her dramatick Art, 
Has ſtrove to hit my Faney in my Fart; 
For tho' you think my Figure now a Jeſt, _ 
Mongſt all Employments in the Town poſſeſt, 

A Footman's, and a Drawer s, I think are beſt : 

The Drawer as he ſupports the toping Vice, 

By Force your Bounty does monepolize; 

And tho the Reck ning be Five Pound or Ten, a 


and Beaus, 


If there's no Spill allow'd beſides for Ben, 
Y are ſurely poiſon'd if you come a 
His Days are gainful by your idle Hours, 
I know a Drawer, from hence, not many Doors, 
That kept two Geldings, and a Leaſh of Whores; 
Thus getting the aſcendant o'er your Brains, 
The Man increaſes tho' the Maſter wains; 
Like his the happy Footman's State is try'd, 
But then, tis true, he muſt be qualify d; 
A jauntee Air, a bold aſſuring Face, 
And muſt be a good Pimp in the firſt Place; 
Then likewiſe, as in Truſt, he higher grows, 
Muſt know a Dun with genuine ſuppoſe, 
As Spaniels do their Maſters by the Noſe, 
F 2 t Who 
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Who if he knocks, and asks, and asks again, 
| The Cue is ready, Sir, hes not within 
When Squire above ſits ſhivering in the Cold, 
Numb ring the Change of the laſt Piece of Gold; 
Cards he muſt know, and how to Cog a Die, 
He may ſpare ſwearing, but muſt naturally lie. 
4 Wich mean Beginnings Grandeur oft is nurſt, 
{| j The greateſt Rivers were ſmall Springs at firſt, 
1 And as the ſcribling Clark does often vary 
Riſing by Fate, to Mr. Secretary, 
From thence to Office Extraordinary. 
So Fohn the Footman, from inJuftrious Uſe, 2 


bu —— 34 as. _ 
8 — 
r re * — 


Of ſhaking Flambeau, and of cleaning Shoes, 
Steps to be Butler, from whoſe ſprightly Juice, 
He Steward turns, then carrying all before him, 
Is made ſoon after Juſtice of the Quorum 3 
Things being thus, ſpite of this * pye-bald Geer, 
This ominous Cord, upon my Shoulder here, 
And other Equipage, this Part to Day, 2 


_— 


I like as well as any in the Play, 
And if you pleaſe to Laugh at me you may. 


Pointing to his Lac d Coat, Shoulder Knee, and Lac d 
Hat. 
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An EPILOGUE. 


Spoke by Mr. Pinkeman, to a 
Comedy calPd, The Humours 
of the Age. | 


| Hs W buſy many a Fool has been to find, 
Who were by our two Characters deſign d; 
But tho' the Picture ſhews him m er ſo plain, 
Each Fool excludes himſelf from being the Man. 
The Poet has been told, by what h has done, 
He has vex d half the wou d be Beaux i th Town, 
And might expect they d make him do em Right, 
But that the Puns and Quibbles ſeldom fight. 
For the Beau Clerks that plague this End o th Town, 
And Buz about when Office Time is done: 
That Sing and Dance, and follow cvery Faſhion, 
Damnd Poor, and yet aſham d of their Profeſſion. 
From each of theſe, the Poet ſays he drew 
Some Air, he thought moſt whimſical and nevv, 
And vvhen he had join'd together -very Grace, 
Thought it a Picture that vyou'd ſuit my Face. 
The City Quibbles, that more ſpruce appear, 
And grovv ſo proud vvhen their Time's ſerv'd to a 
Have leave to vvear their Hats,for Wits ſet up,(Year, 
And are advanc'd from lying in the Shop, 
Haunt Sheriffs Feaſts, and every Ball in Town ) 
And when they d have theirAirs more nicely ſhewn & 
Hire a full bottom Wag for half a Crovvn, | 
F 3 When 


. (102) 

When Eighteen Pence is ſcrapt to viſit us, 

The Svvord's call'd for at Temple Coffee-houſe. 
When vve have done, a little Doxy's gain d, 
Some trifling Frigat that is cheaply mann d. 


For a ſmall Treat the Trick's perform d, and then 


Drop Wig and Svvord, and march home juſt at Ten. 
Such Stuff as this, a Poet ſhon'd expoſe, 
Who are againſt Form, and Nature, Wits, and Beaus. 


Vet too much Gall might be at's ovvn Expence, 


For they ſay Citizens novv learn to fence. 

He bears no Grudge, tho' ſuch he redicules, 

But vvou'd obſerve thoſe tvvo Dramatick Rules, c 
To rail at Knaves, and laugh at Fops and Fools. . 


rr rrrutererer 
The long Vacation EPILOGUE. 
Speke by Mr. Pinkeman. 
TH long Vacation, hovy vve ve thraſh'd in vain, 
But novv there's hopes of eating once again. 
For by my meagre Looks it's plainly ſeen, 


Since you vvent, hovv near ſtarving vve have been. 


Our Muſick finding little to be done, 


Left us to ſtrole vvith Abel up and dovvn. 
Friend Pinkeman to Syuthfield ran avvay, 


And our top Actors vvere too proud to play. 

But like Ours, every Buſineſs ſeems decay d, 

Nay even the Brandy-Shop, laments a Trade, 
Novv our old Friend 0. Haynes is dead. 7 


The Pit and Gallery Masks have ſtroling been, 


Clapt Sixteen Courtiers, then rompt Home agen. 
This Seaſon, vvhat Diverſion moſt vvould take, 
But for Supplies, vvhat ſhifts they're — 
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Th'Appentice Prigg his Maſter's Money ſteals, 
To carry Semptreſſes to Hampſtead- Wells: 

The Wife her nightly Pocket Theft repeats; 
And the Masks rob their Lodgings of the Sheets: 
We only. cozen you of half a Crown, 7 
Pretending Wit, and often give you none; 5 
But that's the Poet 's Fault, and not our o m. ö 
Now Winter comes, our Harveſt time o Year, 
Let's ſee to us, how generous you ll appear. 

In Comedy you'll own us to excel, 

And Tragedy right caſt is done as well. 

New Humour, and true Characters we'll play, I 
Invent ſome Fool to pleaſe you every Day, 
Provided that you Wits will always pay. 
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Another Vacation EPILOGUE. 
Spoke by Mr. Pinkeman. 


1 thinking when I ſee you crow ding here, 
How tedious is this ſultry time o Yearz _ 
Reſtleſs to all, but moſt their Spirits trys, 

Who for their Living uſe——— an Exerciſe, 

Fat Peaple find this Weather to their coſt, | 
And of that ſort, fat Bawds endure the moſt. _ 
For thoſe Toaſts, who the Brandy Bottle drain, 
Tho' hot without, muſt needs be fire within. 
Beau Wiggs too, now are contrary to rule, 7 
And might make you hot headed if too full j 
But that the Brains of Beaus are pretty cool. 

But more perplexd are Women of the Town, # 
Who will in ſpight of Heat, their Masks keep 058 | 


Tho underneath the Paint runs trickling down. 
F. 4. Methinks» 


4 
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Methinks, tho'I ſhou d piity thoſe poor Laſſes, 
Since Modeſty won t let them ſhow their Faces; 
Yet Uſe, the Heat may make them better bear, 
For many an amorous Fop who meddles there, 
Finds em too hot a Cosler Part o the Year. 
But now the dull Vacation is begun, 
How faft you'll all be running out of Town, 
At leaſt thoſe who have Money to be gone. 
The Courriers they'll to private Seats repair, 
To ſolace vvith ſome vvholſome Country Fair. 
The Cits take Lodgings, being nice in Air, 
At Hackney, Iington, or Hoxdon-Square, 
And every Ev ning when ſhop's ſhut go down, 
That they mayn't leave their Wives a Night al one, 
For fear you Sparks ſhou d viſit em from Town. 


This Seaſon London's left by every one, | 8 1 


— wy 


Masks, Bullies, nay, the Fidlers too are gone 
To ſcrape at Sadlers-Mells for half a Crown. 
Since then, alas! you all reſolve to fly, 
Dear Friends! farewel, Nil. Pinkeman muſt die, 
Unleſs fair ſmiling Ladies ſome of you 

Wou d like my perſon for a Month or two 
And take me into keeping —— pray now do. 
All mann d — well e re we part a Win Ill make, 
And leave my Friends ſome Token for my ſake. 
My Impudence I give — that uſeful Grace, 
Faith here's not one that wants a Brazen- face. 
My Money, tho but little, I diſburſe 

To about Threeſcore Baſtards now at nurſe. 
For I was willing the enſuing Age 

Should not want Pinkeman's to grace the Stage. 
My pious Looks, and every ſign of Grace, 

To UH and friend Dicły I releaſe, 8 
And all my loving Brethren of this place. 

My Honeſty to the Door Keepers round, 
Who pocket every Night near Twenty Pound. 


* 
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My Humours to true lovers of a Jeſt, — _ 
My Brains for Sauſe at the next Calve's Head feaft, 
My well made Perſon, with my Airs and Graces, 
To ſide Box Beau's, thoſe meager half got Aſſes, 
With damn'd ſmall Shapes, worſeLegs,hatchet Faces. | 
My Heart I would bequeath amongſt the Fair; I 
But fince one only can that Jewel ſhare, if 
I woudn't have the reſt o th Sex diſpair. il 
So my dead Heart leave to end that Strife, 


To her who living had it leaſt, my Wife. 


eee mee 


A PROLOGUE. 
Spoke by Mr. Penkeman. 


F any here this Prologue dare cry down, || 
1 Henceforth III allow not a Wit in Town. |] 
As Houſes haunted with ill Spirits are, 3 
All Noiſe and Lies, juſt ſuch as our Theatre, 
You talk of Wit, the Devil a Witis here. 
Now I'm ſpeaking of it, Ithink is not amiſs . 
To tell you what Wit is not, | 
For I am ſure none here knows vvhat it is. 

Firſt then 
Wit is no modiſn Scarf upon fantaſtick Hip, | 
Neither is it an affected Cringe to approach the Lip, 1 
With I vow to Gad, good Lard, and let me die, | 
Neither is it to cry, damn ye, Sir, you lye. | 
*Tis not to tell hovy levvd you vvere laſt Night, 
What Watches, Wenches, Windovus felt your Spight, 
Neither is it in ſome abuſed Epilogue, 
Nor being drunk to cry out more Wine ye Dog. 1 
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Tis no Scholar, Traveller, nor Mathematician, 
Poet nor Player, and Tm ſure tis no Phyſician, 
Were I clapt now, I were in a fine Condition. 
EF this ſingle Wit, in none of theſe can be, 
Tis all in one Man meeting, that is me. 


S222244444444.2.444444 
The Celebrated Aſs-Epilogue. 
Spoke by Mr. Pinkeman. 


5 (ing Age, 
Ou ve ſeen before now, ſince this Shape ſhow- 
More Aſſes than mine ona Beau crowded Stage. 


Wherefore by the Example of Friend Dogget my 


(Brother, 


Jo ſhew: that our Stage has Aſſes ont as well as 


rother, 


Thus mounted I'm come to invite you oft hither 
To Beaumont and Fletcher thus coupled together, 
My Fancy, his Judgment, my Perſon, his Face, 


With the mighty Intereſt he has in this Place. 


For I am inform'd, pray let me not wrong ye, 
My Aſs has Relations, and great Ones among ye. 


In the Gallery, Side-Box, on the Stage, in the Pit, 
What what's your Beau, your Critick, your Keeper, 
| | (your Wit. 


Your fighting Aſs is a Bully, your ſneaking Aſs is 


(your Cit, 


Your keeping Aſs is a Cully, and your Top-prime 


(Ass is your Wit. 


2 Reining to himſelf, they to the Aſs. 1 
They 
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They all gull the Cit of his Wife, 
He gulls them all of their Pelf. 
But your Wit's ſo: damn'd an Aſs, 
He only Gull's himſelf. 3 
Why am not I an Aſs now thus to ride my Brother, 
Why, he that's pleas d at it too, is nt he another. 
Since then fo many Aſſes here abound, 1 
Where an eternal Link of Wit goes round. 

No Perſon ſure can think it a Diſgrace e 
'To be ally'd to this accomplitht A; 7 
For he's a great Critick, you may ſee t in his Face. 
As for his 8 truly, to that Tcan't fay much, 
Yet he might ſerve for a Trooper among the Dutch. 

+ Tho' of this Side I'm ſure he'd never fight,. - 

His Paſhve Obedience ſhews him in the Right.. 
He's a Perſon fit to appear before a Queen, 
Advance Bucephalus, view but his Faunte Mein 
Ladies I'm ſure you like his-ſpruce Behaviour, 

I neer knew ought but Aſſes in their Favour. . 
Fair ones, at what I ſay take no Offence, . 
For when his Degree a Lover does commence, % 
Yow coin an Aſs out of a Man of Senſe. 
Now I've been told by ſome that ls pg give 

| | | 7 Dh „ 

And that riding of my Aſs is riding of the Audienc 
But vvhat of that, the Brother rides the Brother, 
The Son the Father, vve all ride one another. 
Then for a Jeſt for this time let it paſs, 

And he that do's not like it may kiſs my Aſs. 


* _— 


+ Whiys bir Ass. 
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A PROLOGUE. 


On Mr. Eſtcourt 2 Benefit-Day. 


Enter Penkethman finely Dreſt, puſhing in 
Lee before him Dreſt like a Fat Fellow. 


To make a Prologue we ve two Seaſons choſe, 2 


Tis New and Comical we may ſuppoſe, . 
Pray Liſten Ladies — Pray be ſilent Beaus. 


Din. N Eftcourt's day, and to ſuch company, 
O Dal you Pricquiſter Prologue ſpeak 
| | (with me; 
Lee. Leanman, I dare And do't Extempore, 
Pin. Good, what's your Subject What will you be, 
For my own part IIl chuſe — Stay let me ſee, 
Come — Fl] be Lent, as Lean as a ſtarv d Rat, 
Lee. Then Il be Eafter — Jolly, fair and Fat, 
*Prnz. Proceed then come, me Lent begins the jeſt, 
Lee. And let the Audience hear whoſe hint is Beſt. 
We'll make our Speeches, Let them Judge the 


I for the Body argue, (whole, 

Pin. J the Soul. Hun  Pauſes 
Lent was ordain'd, to leave our Sins ith' 
(Lurch, 


There's, for you Rogue, that never go to 


(Church, 


Lee. You can't make proof of that nor any Man, 
And ſo pray mind your Text Friend and go on, 
Pen, 


RT Tu 
mandate 
at 

dn 


„ 

Ten. Lent ſtill is dear to him good Life that Leads, 3 
To the true Froteſtant that Prays, and Reads, 
And Fopiſb Saints, that rattle o er, their Beads. 

Lee. Eafter comes Briskly in — When Lent is gone, 

Eeirſt Nimbly chears us with the dancing Sun, 

The Sun that we ſuppoſe by antient Story, 

25 To be the firſt that ever danc d a Boree. 

Pin. Fleſh, L2nt debars us in each Houſhold Diſh 8 


What's wholeſome, ſhou'd be grateful to 
| (our Wh, 
Our very Conſciences, ſhou'd be all-Fiſh : 
And taught by Rules that Decency do's bring, 
Bear part with good freſh Cod, and fragrant 
| | 0 


| ng. 
Lee. Eafter for jolly Chear more Praiſe deſerves, K 
Indulging thoſe, Penurious Lent half ſtarves, 
In Eaſter Time we ſit with Female Couſins, 
And Cakes and Cuſtards, Swallow down by 
5 (Dozens, 
Pin. Then Lent do's weekly give two Holidays, 
For all that will be Good, to make Eſſays, © 
| Keeps alſo from the Town two wicked Plays. 
Where Fops and Strumpets, and Mohocks 
| | (might be. 
Lee. And Rakehells — juſt like P:nkeman. 
Pin. And Lee. 
Lent from all Seaſons of the Year do's vary, 
Keeps back the forward Aſs, reſolv'd to Marry: 
Thus may young Wiſeacres advantage reap, 
And timely learn, to look before they leap: 
That trouble may nt by a raſh Act appear, 
And dire Repentance cloſe the ending Year. 
Lee. Ah — How much better Eaſter do's provide, 
When Doubts are baniſh'd —for the buxome 
(Bride; 


When 
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When tedious Time has fix'd the happy Day, 
Lover ſticks cloſe, and Mamma. ſays you may, 
Lare faftin bog Meals allowneok flender Food, 
Some Fleih now Child, vvill do thy nach 

Pin. Well, well, for all your fly and rogui Rhine, 
If Valgar Things may Mix with thoſe Sublime 
For Fithmongers and Parſons Lent's the time. 
The firſt N Rich by vending watry Diet, 
As the laſt by Prea chments little to our Quiet. 

Lee. If Fiſhmongers ſo lucky you affirm, 
Zoons what are Lawyers in an Eaſter Term, 
Who bu: like Bees till they go laden Home, 
And ſmile to find their time of Roguery COME. 
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An EPILOGUE, 
Detweom Pinkeman and Bullock. 


Pinkeman taking Bullock by the S leeve F Peaks. 


Pin. HP LD! hold! Sir Bulſock! you muſt ſtay 
(dear Rogue, : 

Andi tack a Rhime or Two to the Epilogue.. 
Bul. Pho!. Pox, not I; beſide, Tan Jeſts are more 
(in Vogue, 

E L don't think you're beſt alone, then rack me: 
Pin. Ay, but you know Im better — with an 


Ass to back me-. 


Bul. O! Sr, for that, you Il find, indeed, Dear 
Grorher,. 
1 Thats 


( 111 ) 


That's s but one Aſs's backing of another; 
Now tho the Jeſt is ſtale, of Aſs beſtridden, 
It may be new to ſee the Rider ridden); | 
Trips up his leels, and beftrides him. 
Pin. Odſheart i the Dog will murther me. 
Bul. No, no, 
I'm only backing of my Friend, or ſo; 
Now, pray dirs, tell me, did you ere ſee a Face, 
Showing it to the Audience. 
In every Circumfiznce more like an A, 
And is t not a Jeſt that 1 ſhou'd now keep down 
The Aſs that has ſo often rid the oV n; 
But that thou may'ſt hereafter grovy more vviſe, 
Heyday ” What now Pin. fru ling. 
1. — 1 11 tell you when Friſe. 
Throws Bullock over his Head, 
and mounts on him. 
Bul. Odſme ! the Beaſt has thrown: me 
Pin. - Down, Rogue, down, 
Thus Riglitful Monarchs — cheir Throne, 
Sc have Fi with ſuch a little Rout, 
Britains and French March into Towns and Our, 
And thus by ſudden Turns of Good and III Sack, 
_ Victorious Nnłky, ſtrides the Conquer d Bullo x; 
But now. to let you ſee your Conquerors Virtue, 
Tho, Slave, I have you down I ſcorn to hurt you, 
Bul. Well, well, I yield: Yet all this mighty do, 
But proves that Tm an Aſs as well as you. 
— Thus the ſole Glory we in Victors ſee, 
Is firſt to make Men Slaves, then ſet em free, 

Get up you Puppy- 
Bul. Well, now let's agree, [Riſes 
And as you firſt propos d, befriend the Play, 
Pin. That's true grant Gallants, but your 

(Smiles to Day, 


And your Petitioners ſhall ever pray. 
| p Bul. 


— 


May the ſame Favour from his Miſtreſs find. 
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Cann) 
"Bul. That every Lover to theſe Scenes inclin d, 


- 


Pin. May all the married Dames preſerve their 
nes (Spouſes 
From Drink, late Hours, and ill reputed Houſes. 

Bul. May no ripe Virgin paſt Twenty tarry; 

But the Gelt — that woes her, Loveand Marry. 

Pin. Widows that flameleſs lie, like unſtir d Fire, 
Be blown by younger Brothers to deſire. 

Bul. May you that keep no Cows, that is womt 

(marry, 


Cnkim the ſweet Cream-Bowls of your Neighbour's 


2 (Dairy. 
Pin. May all you, Soldiers, that have lain in 
| | | (Trenches, 
Good Winter-Quarters find, and ſoft ſound Wen- 
| 1 . 0 ches. 
Bul. The Beaux ſtill make Subſcriptions for the Fair, 
And each preſented Ticket cure Deſpair. 
Pin. Each Fair Nymph's Love, that's now abroad 
1 (in Tears, 

Come laden home, with his — and her Arrears. 
Bul. May all the Gameſters make their Bubbles pay, 

And daily, noint em for their Itch of Flay, 

Pin. Each Miſs that pays her only Half- Crown 


. 8 (duly, 
Be tenfold re- imburs d it by a Cully, | 
Bud. And may thoſe Cullies whom their Charms 


| (ſo urge on, 
Ne er find Occaſion often for a Surgeon. 

Pin. So may theſe Wiſhes wait on all that ſay, 
In h:arty Claps, they will ſupport the Play, | 
And Charm the Houſe upon the Author's Day. 


PROLOGUE 


| ( 113 ) 
2 % AAA 24 4 
PROLOGUE in a Halter. 


Deſign'd to have been Spoke 
by Penkeman, at the firit 
opening his New Theatre in 


Richmond. 
S other Wretches that depart in Halter, 

A And dolefull Staves from Penetential Pſalter, 
Thus Deck'd — To Bowels of Compaſſion uſe, 
To move ye —— Pray dont let me that Favour loſe, 
Nay, had I warning taken, like an Aſs, 

I'd neer been brought to this ſame wretched - 1 
The Thief the Law Hangs, your projecting Elves, 


| Think better on t and Wiſely Nooſe themſelves; 


If t be my Luck Sirs — one thing I may ſay, 

I'm not the firſt ProjeQor has tipt off this Way. 
We all muſt take that Road which Fate Decrees, 
Why Hanging, like Fighting's but a meer Diſeaſe. 


The diſma] Rogue that Shivers at the Gallows, 
And Snivels over a Stave among his Fellows; 
When he has finiſh'd his moſt rueful Note, 
Dies, one may ſay, of a Quinſy in his Throat: 

The Practice too, do's ſome Reſemblance draw, 

For Hangmen, like Phyſicians, kill by Law. 

So he, who, for's Honour, has no more Wit, 

Then to be run thro' the Guts, for it; jo 

Dies in a kind of Appoplectick Fit. y 
ut 
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But he, that's own Exit makes mends his Condition, 
And may be ſaid to be his own Phyſician. | 


Then ſay the Word Sixs, ſhall I Swing or Not? I 

On ſome Convenient Beam I go to Pot, 

Unleſs among ye, ſome good Friends I ve got; 

Who pit'ing my rueful Phiz — your Orders give, 

Sign my Reprieve, and bid poor Pinky live. 

In ſhort —I wholly to your Mercy truf, 

If that don't bring me off— this Anodyne-Neck- 
| 5 (lace muſt, 


— W — — — 


** — 


M Pointing to his Halter. 
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eee eee 
A PROLOGUE, 


Spoke by Mr. Pinkeman at His 
Theatre at Richmond, with 
an Aſs ſtanding by him: Toa 
Play beſpoke by the Prince. 


| Her Im, with my f Adverſary, come 
To know from you, both his, and my own 
(Doom. 
"Tis faid this Place belongs to him, not me, 
Which muſt determin'd be by your Decree ; 
And to prepare you for this 2 Debate, 
His Caſe and mine impartially Ell ſtate, 


tl. 


— 
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+ The Theatre at Richmond was built on a Piece of 


Ground which had before been an Aſs Houſe. PE 
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As all the World was firſt made out of Chaos, 
From a dark Dirty Barn, I mais d this Play-Houſe. 


This End, where Palaces are ſeen to Day, | 

And Tragick King's their Royal Power Biclay, 

Was filled with unthraſh'd Corn and mouldy Hay. 

On thoſe two Sides that now are filled with Beauss 

Were twelve Aſſnegoes tyed in goodly Rows. 

This Plaintiff Aſs, was Lord of all the Race, 

And was in full Poſſeſſion of the Place. | 

Here his Friends and Kindred with him boarded, 

And here, their Store, for Years to come, was 
Fins | (hoarded- 

Over his Head I took the Tenement, | 

And to the Common him and his 1 ſent, 

Not without Qualms from Conſcience, or from 
| | (Nature, 

For Diſpoſſeſſing my poor Fellow Creature: 

But he's return'd, and calls all this his Due, 

And he muſt hat without great Help from you. 

I've been, for your Diverſion, at Expence, 

Which has not only run out all my Pence; 

But into Debt Im got ſo very deep, 

My Creditors aſſure me they can't Sleep, 

Unleſs you ftretch forth your kind Hands, what 

| (think ye? 
Becomes of Them, this Houſe, and Bankrupt Fnky. 
I. in my turn, if Im by you neglected. 
For this grave Spaniard here ſhall be ejecte 

Who's but a dull, fantaſtick, ſtubborn Tony, 

| For all he looks as wiſe as Alberoni; | 

Ves, without you, this painted, gilded Play-Houſe, 

Will dwindle to its firſt dark dirty Chaos. 

Down will the Stage come, down yon Azure Sky, 


Where Clouds now move, there Corn once more 
1 (Will lye. 


Cattle, 
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Cattle, where Beaus now fit, once more will feaſt, 
And what a Change is that from Beau to Beaſt, 
And as this Place once more will come to th Aſs, 
Poor Fenky ll be the Beaſt that's turn d to Graſs. 
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mz EPILOGCHUEE, 
Spoke by Pinkeman, in a Play 
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1 where he acted a Woman 
i Taylor. Im 
ft | | 5 
#5 | 
is W not my Part an odd one for the Stage, 
i A Woman's Taylor, and at Pinky s Age? 
Wl For me, whoſe vigorous Days of Youth are paſt, 
4 To fiddle, faddle— round a Lady's Waſt; 
it To check the full blown Breaſt, and fix the Stays, 


Were Things I might have done in former Days, 

But now tis ſhowing of a ſick Man Meat, 

When he wants Power and Appetite to eat. 

Time was I wanted no ſuch Provocation, 

To ſhew my ſelf a Man of Occuparion : 

Then knew I how my Lady's Maid to wheedle, | 
And ſhew here— Ia Mænage of Thread and Needle. 
And vet how many Copies are of me, = 
Who are not that which they pretend to be? 
What is the batter'd Beau in Life's decay? 

The Thing in earneſt, Iam in the Play : 

Fond of the Race, when all his Strength is gone, 

He ſhews a Liſt of former Plates he won: 


— 
reer da 2 — 


Such Prizes only prove his Caſe the worſe, 


What are old Trophies to a Three Heat Courſe? | 
- Your | 


Q. 
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Your fleeping Citizen, that jealous Jayler, 

| Is nought but Feevle, an unworking Taylor: 

A ſort of Guardian Invalid of Beauty, 

Who keeps his Poſt - tho he performs no Duty. 
When ſuch ye Fair ones, wou d your Loves Diſgrace, 
Scorn them and think of Taylor Feeble's Cafe; 
Many may be— if you their Actions ſcan, 

A Woman's Taylor — not a Woman's Man. 
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An Epitaph upon the Reveren 
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 Elegys, Epitaphs, &c. 
SSS Assa S 288 8 4 


S. Smith, once Ordinary of 
Newgate. 


Lies reverend Drone, 
To Tyburn well known; 
Who preach d againſt Sin, 
With a terrible Grin, 
In which ſome may think, that he acted but odly, | 
Since ye liv'd by the Wicked, and not by the Godly. 
In time of great need, | 


Nder the Stone ; | 


In caſe he were fee d, 
Heid teach one to read ̃ 
Ola 


| AY 
d 80 


* * [9 
Old Pot-hooks and Scrawls, 
As ancient as Pauls, 
But if no Money came, 
You might hang for old Sam, 
And founderd in Pſalter, 
Be ty d to a Halter. 


0 
8 


This Prieſt was well hung, 
I mean with a Tongue, 
And bold Sons of Vice, 
N Would diſarm in a trice; 
| And draw Tears from a Flint, 
Or the Devil was in t. 
If a Sinner came him nizh, 
With Soul black as Chimney, 
And had but the Senſe 
To give him the pence, 
Withalittle Church- paint 
& He'd make him a Saint. 
He underſtood Phyfick, 
| And curd Cough 3 Ptiſick; 
of And in ſhort all the Is 
) That we find in the Bills, 
1 With a ſovereign Balm, 
The World calls a Palm. 
Thus his Næwęate-Hirds once, in the ſpace of a Moon, 
5 Tho they liv'd to no Purpoſe, they dyd to ſome 


(x mY 
* Death was his Hope, 
For he liv d by a Rope. 
| Yet this, by the way, 
| In his rraife we may ſay, 
y. That, like a t ue Friend, 
| Hie his Flockdd ittend, j 
c Ev'nto the World s end, 
And car d not to ſtart, 
14 From Sledge, or from Cart, Till 


120) 
| Till he firſt [08 them wear 


Knots under their Ear; 

And merrily ſwing, 

In a well-twiſted firing. 

But if any dy'd hard, 

And left no Reward, 

As I told you before, 

He'd inhance their old ſcore. 
And kill them agen 

With his murdering Pen. 


Thus he kept Sin in aweg 
And ſupported the Law; 
But, oh! cruel Fate! 
So unkind, tho'I fayt, 5 
Laſt week, to our Cnet, | = 
Grim Death, that old Thief, 
Alas, and alack, 
| Had the boldneſs to pack 
This old Prieſt on his Back, 
And whither he's gone, 
Is not certainly known. 
But a Man may conclude, 
Without being rude, 
That Orthodox Sam 
His Flock would not ſham ; 
And to ſhew himſelf ro em a Paſtor moſt civil, 
As he led, ſo he follow them all to the D—1. 
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An Elegy on the Death of Joſeph 


moet . h amer 
NOW ö all Men by theſe Preſents, Death the 


His Coffers from the Coffin could not ſave, 


(121) | 
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Demar, a famous Rich Man, 
who died at Dublin, after a | 
very violent Storm, in Faly - 
| 1720, 5 1 | 5 | 


By Mortgage hath ſecur d the I of Dewar ; 
Nor can Four Hundred Thouſand Sterling Pound 
Redeem him from his Priſon under Ground, 
His Heirs might well, of all his Wealth poſleſt, 
Beſtow to bury him one Iron Cheſt. 
Pluto the God of Wealth, will joy to know 

His faithful Steward, in the Shades below, 

He walk d the Streets, and wore a Thread-baye Cloak; 
He Din d and Supp'd at Charge of other Folk, 

And by his Looks, had he held out his Palms, 

He might be thought an Object fit for Alms, 

So to the Poor, if he refus d his Pelf, 

He us'd em full as kindly as himſelf. _ 


Where e er he went he never ſaw his Betters, ! 

Lords, Knights and Squires were all his humble -Y 

| 1 e (Debtors, ö 

And under Hand and Seal the Iriſh Nation ö 
Were forc ' to own to him their Obligation. 1 


He that cou d once have half a Kingdom bought, 


In half a Minute is not worth one Groat; 


Nor all his Int reſt keep him from the Grave. 


A 


(mm) 
A golden Monument would not be Right, 
Hecauſe we with the Earth upon him light. 
On London. Tavern! Thou haſt loſt a Friend, 
Tho' in thy Walls he ne'er did Farthing ſpend ; 
He touch d the Pence, when others touch'd the Pot, 
The Hand that ſign d the Mortgage paid the Shot. 
Old as he was, no vulgar known Diſeaſe 
3 On him could ever boaſt a Pow t) ſeize; 
But as his Gold he weigh, grim Death in ſpight, 
Caſt in his Dart which made three Moy dores light. 
And as he ſaw his darling Money fail, | 
Blew his laſt Breath to fink the lighter Scale. 
He who fo long was Currant, cwould he ſtrange 
If he ſhou'd now be cry'd down fince his Change. 
The Sexton thall green Sods on thee beſtow, 
Alas the Sexton is thy Banker now! 88. 
A diſmal Banker muſt that Banker be, 
Who gives no Bills, but of Mortality. 


The EPITAPH, 


Eneath this Verdant Hillocł hes 
3 Demar the Wealthy and the Wiſe ; 

His Heirs for Winding Sheet beftow d 

His Money-Baps together ſow d; 

And that he might ſecurely Reſt, 

Have put his Carcaſs in a Cheſt ; 
De very Cheſt, in which they ſay 

His other Self, his Money lay. 

And if his Heirs continue kind, 

To that dear Self he left behind; 

T dare believe that Four in Five 


ill think his better Half alive. 
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An Elegy written by Stephen {| 
Switch, upon Dobbin His 
Cbach-Horſe. 2 


H, cruel Death! whoſe Rage without Remorſe is, 1 
Why thould'ſt thou perſecute poor harmleſs Is 
2 of 1:41 1 yl; HR_ 1 
Whoſe righteous Blood, as ſaid a Spokeman wiſe, | 
Againſt thy Malice will in Judgment riſe. 10 
On Courtiers thou'ſt my Leave to be ſevere, 
For now and then I grudge thee not a Peer: 
Spiritual, or Temporal, no matter, whether, 
Or a whole Corporation take together. 
Such Game methinks might thy keen Stomack ſtay, 
1 Conſidering thou'd'ſt a Whale the other Day, 
| Then why the Plague muſt thou on Horſe Fleſh 
RE TT prey? 
It grie ves my Conſcience, and diſturbs my Quice, 
To ſee thee given to ſuch Tartarian Diet | 
Poor two-leg'd Beaſts thou think not worth a 
(Groat, 


But into Porter's fooliſh Sport are got, 
And muſt be playing at All-Fours, God wot. 1 
Were I tadviſe 2 Dinner for thy Palate, | 18 
A well-cram'd Prieſt thould ſerve inſtead o? Sallad, | 
Fa: Draymen's Chines ſhould be a ſtanding Dith : 
Id have an Admiral, when I din'd on Fiſh. 
If nought but tender Morſels wou'd go down, 
Commend me to a Lady - the Town; 5 

| 2 ut 


Taz) 


But for a choice tough Bit t'employ the Marv, 
2. a Scriv ner, or a Man of Law. LL. 
But chou rt, I find, a Stranger to good Breeding, 
And doſt not know tlie Methods of good Feeding. 
Qh ! Dabbin, thou wert hurried off the Stage, 
Juſt in the prime and vigour of thy Age. | 
Jowe'er, dear Beaſt, tis to thy Friends ſome Eaſe, 
Thou feet by a Right Worſhipful Diſeaſe. 
Inſtead of Clyſter Balls, and Farrier's Phyſick, 
Thy Days, alas! were ſhorten d by the Ptyſick. 
And all Men know (I ſpeak it without ſcoffing) 
That many an Alderman has dy'd of Coughing. 
But if Heav'ns Juftice will endure Inſpection, 
What had thy Lungs done to deſerve Infection? 
For can ſwear thou ne er had ft the Ambition, a 
To talk Profaneneſs, Bawdy, or Sedition. | 
Once more farewel, my dear beloy'd Quadruped, 
The Loſs of thee has plainly made me ſtupid. | 
1 knew thy Dad, thy Mother, and thy Grandſir, 
But thou return ſt to my Complaints no Anſwer. 
Not atee, no Flip, my Grief can fmother ; 
I lov'd thee, Dobbin, better than my Brother. 
Since then ſo lame my Mufe, ſo dull my Wit is, 
Fil have thy Epitaph compos d by Pittzs. 


I fad own. 
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An Epitaph on Dr. ies of 


 Grays-Inn-Lane, occaſion d by 
his Friends reporting him onl * 
gone into the Country. . 


6 as HE famous kGrlews, Collegiate Phyſician, 


As cheap a Practitioner as you cou d with one, 
| Who only with Diet- Drink, and a few Pills, 


Cur'd GoutStone, and Pox, and a Thouſand more Ills; 


Is gone to the Country Infernal with Phyſick, 
To cure Rhadamanthus, they ſay of che Tilfck. 
Let not Nendick then brag, 
Of his Tetrach 
Nor himſelf ME, rize on, 
Drinking Bumpers of Po yſon. 


So uſeful a Dodo our Voungſters will miſs, _ 
He hinder d no Buſineſs, till Death hinder 4 his. 

A Journey thus tedious all Sporters may mourn, 
For ris Forty to One that he'll never return. 


9 
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An Epitaph in High Wicomb 
Church-Tard. 


Each is a Ae the World we ""Y | 
A Fith Pond is— and we the Fithes be: 

He ſometimes 'Angler-like does with us play, 
And lily takes us one by one away. 


PO II PA OI A EEE 


Upon 4 Monument in the ſame 
County. 


ERE lies good Sir Harry, 5 
Who lov d full well, but wou d not marry. 
Whilſt he was living and had his feeling, | 
She was lying, and he was kneeli ng; 

But now Js s dead and has loſt his feeling, 

He is lying, and the is kneeling. 


S 8 68 K Kl. 


On Imo Lovers. 


O theſe— whom Nature firſt did wed, 
This Tomb's a Second Marriage-Bed : 
For tho the cruel Hanl. of Fate 
Cou'd Soul and Body ſeparate, Yet 


(. 127: % 


Yet cou'd n't Man and Wife divide, 

One Life they liv'd, one Death they. died, 3 
Peace good Reader do not * 
The Lovers only are aſleep. 


. La 44424444 286 5 8 


Ned H—— who was the 70 , 1 
lovw'd of his Family, dying at 1 

a Time when they were out of 
Favour, a witty Fellow pro- 


vided him the nn Epi- 
tapb. 


ER E ſies Ned 3 t ecauſt he died, 
Had it been his Father we had much rather: 
Or had it been his Siſter— we ſhou d never have miſt 
(her : 
Or had it been the whole Generation, thad been 
(better for the Nation: 


But ſince tis honeſt Ned there's no more to be ſaid. 


G Pleaſant 
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Pleaſant EPITAPHS on ſe- 
veral Occaſions. 


{ 


Mn 


On a Tanner. 


T TERE buried now hoc ſee our Brother Tanner, 
wa Whoſe Hide muit carried be in other Manner. 


On a Fidler. 
D EAD was the Fidler found the 5th of June. 
LY Whoſe Pipe and Fiddle then were out of Tune. | 
On a Gardiner. 


CH HOSE flagrant Flowers in his Garden ſpread, 
Do help to deck his Carcaſs now he's dead. 


On a Cobler. 


; 8 E E how pale Death, — whom no Man can with- 
| (and, 


Has ſtopt his Breath 
Who always was upon the mending Hand. On 


* 


(29 
On a Porter. | 
* HOU from thy | Porter 8 Trade by Dat h ſet | 
ree, 


Haſt others Porters made by bearin : Thee, 


tay yy 
I > Nr 7 


3 a Waterman. = 
=p RE ſleeps Wil. Slater, who at Deat Tow 
Has left the Water to * the Land. 


On a Taylor. | 1 i 


'S RUEL was Attropos to cut his Threds: : 
Whoſe ſtolen cabbage now is turn d to Shreds. 


On 4 Potter. 


HE that in Clay, his chiefeſt Truſt repos'd, 
Is now in Clay, inſtead of Duſt enclos'd. 


On 2 Baker. 


De is the Baker now, and lid in Bath: | 
Who liv'd beſt by his Bread in time of Dearth, : 


G5 on | 


17 


6300 
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53 On 4 Cook. | 


EAT 11 thro the Paſtry inDiſgui 
Took your Tom Cook a fey Eee . N 


On a Quack. 


| Hb E that on's A Stage made fuck) a fly Racket, 
Death now has ſnapt, the Dogger with his Packet. 


— 


On d layer: 


E that ſo oft o th Stage did ſtrut and ſtare, 
Is you to act another Part elſewhere, 


On; a Lawyer. 


H ERE lies a Lawyer free from Strife and Jars, | 


oy . — ON and Exchequer- 
C Bars. 


On a e 
| H E that on's Foes ſo valiantly did paſs on, 


Death at's own Weapons now has made an Aſs 


(on. 


On 


„ 
Naa 


Lu T all Men by theſe Preſents teſtify, 
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On 4 Scrivener. 


He that bound others, here faſt bound doch lie. 


On a Wreitler. 


D EAT H to the Wreſtler gave a cunning Fall, 


A 


Tript up his Heels, and * no hold at all. 


On a Welſhman. | 


Hir RE Taffy lies; wh his precious Life did Leeſe, - 


Cheak d by Metheglin and Toaſted Cheeſe. 


On a Tinker. 


Las poor Tinker all Things muſt have ending, 
Thou ſt * one Hole, that never will want 
| (men ling. 


Upon jane Spade. 


ny ERE lies Fane Spade, 


Who was a-Whore, before ſhe was a Maid. | 


An 5 
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of a Beau. 


Tt H E vain Thing ſet up for — 
But ſee what Fate attends him; 

The powd ring Barber firſt began, 
The babe Surgeon ends him. 


On Death. 


1 E Death do's come as ſoon as Breath departs, 


- 


Aden eve be but to loſe ones Breath, 
n Death s a Fart, and ſo * Death. 


On Tobacco. 


Lt Muck Meat Joes Glattony produce, 
= © And makes a Man a wine; | | 
141 Bt he's a temperate Man indeed, | 
224 hat on a Leaf can dine. 

He needs no Napkin for his Hands, 

| His Fingers'ends to wipe, 

That keeps his Kitchin in his Box, 

And 1 Meat in a Pipe. 


An Epigram under the Picture 


Then he muſt often die, who often Farts ; = . 


— Inſcrip- 
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Inſcription on a Tobacco-Box,, 
We EN with rank Poifon Heaven equi pt 
| (Pandora, ( ' 

She ope'd the Box — like a confounded Whore a, 5 
And of Diſeaſes Strait flew out a Score a. I 
But now ſince Fove, like a good natur d Brother, 5 
Gives us the Indian Weed to Funk and Smother, %-. 
| One Box has made Attonement for another, 


Upon taking the O ATHS. 


Ov R Fathers took Oaths, 2s of old they took 
To have and to hold, for the term of their Lives. 5 
But we take our Oaths, as our Whores for our Eaſe, 
And a Whore and a Rogue may part when they 
(pleafe. 


2426354242, aaa 
On Love. ATALE. _ 
By Mr. PRIOR, 


RO M publick Noiſe and factious Strife, 
From all the buſie Ills of Life, I 
Take me, My Cloe, to thy Breaſt, 
And lall my wearied Soul to reſt. 


* 
-© 


For 


— 


| 
bl 
: 
[ 
! 


hn r 


——— 3— Ids Ws 


_— in 


„ = 


Ae. — , — — => 
l 0 — = A es it = . 883 * 3 
* — KS 
4 l we 7 . * — Wa 
DOT OO in Fen. 2, P r - IO ET HH es * - _ 22. — — 
0 S ; . r — 
— Crs * N 82 IIS ————— ; 0 
1 N ” * 1 2 
ö n * 
* Ws 5 by 
L J 
, 


- IF 1 2 1-2» 1 4 
A 4 RET . 


1 


. 


( 134 ) 
For ever in this humble Cell, 

Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell ; 
None enter elſe, but Lov - and ge 
Shall bar the Door, and keep the Key. 


To painted Roofs and ſhining Spires 
Vneaſie Seats of high Deſires) © 

Let the unthinking Many croud, 

That dare be Covetous and Proud ; 

In Golden Bondage let them wait, 

And Barter Happineſs for State: 

But Oh! My Cloe, when thy Swain 

Deſires to ſee a Court again, 

May Heav'n, around this deſtin d Head, 

The choiceſt of its Curſes ſhed : 8 | 
To ſum up all the rage of Fate, 1 
In the two things I dread and hate, 2 0 


May ſt thou be Falſe, and! be Great. 


Thus, on his Cloe t panting Breaſt, 
Fond Cæladon his Soul expreſt; '. 
While with Delight, the lovely Maid, 

1 1 2 van 0 on re * 

ope of my Age, Joy of my Youth, | 
Bleſt Miracle of Love and Truth 5 
All that could e re be counted mine, 
My Love and Life, Iong ſince are thine; 
A real Joy I never knew, 


Till 1 believ'd thy Paſſion true; 
A real Grief I ne er can find, 


Till thou prov | Perjur'd or Unkind. 7 
Contempt, and Poverty, and Care, s 
All we abhor, and all we fear, | 7 14 
Bleſt with thy Preſence, I can bear; 

Can ſuffer Racks, and run thro' Flame, 
Still contented, ſtill the ſane ; 


7 (135 
Then trace me ſome unheard of way, 
Thy conſtant Ardour to repay. 

For I my Senſe of xt wou'd ſhow, . 
In more than Woman ere cou'd do, 
Had Ja With that did not bear 

The Stamp and Image of my Dear; 

Id 1 my Heart thro ev ry Vein, 
And Die to let it out again. 
No: Venus ſhall my Witneſs be, 

(If Venus ever lov'd like me) 
That for one Hour I wou'd not quit 
My Shepherds Arms, and this retreat, 
To be the Perſian Monarch's Bride, 
Part ner of all his Power and Pride; © 
Or rule in Regal State above. 
Mother of Gate. and Wife of Jove. 


Happy theſe of Humane Race, 
But Oh! how ſoon our Pleaſures paſs ? 
He thank'd her on his bended knee, 
Then drank a Quart of Milk and Tea; 
And leaving her adord Embrace, 
Haſten'd to Court to beg a Place. 
While She, his Abſence to bemoan, 
As ſoon as ever he was gone, 
Call'd Thyr/is from beneath the Bed, 
Where all this time he had been hid. 


ORE 
Wy Men have theſe Ambitious Funcies, 
And wanton Wenches read Romances ; 


Our Sex will be inur d to lye, 
And theirs inſtructed to reply. 


(136) 
The Mons of the Tale I ſing, 
AA for aWedding Ring); 
In this 2 Verſe wi tbe confind, 
Love is a Jeſt, and Vows are Wind, . — 


244443244384344424 
2 Baratter of a fine LADY. 


A Fine Lady can laugh at the Death of ber 27 7 
band, and cry for the Death of a Lap- Dog. A 
fine Lady can be angry without Occaſion, "and fear d 

without Reaſon. A fine Lady has the Vapours all 

the Morning, and the Cholick all the Aﬀernocn, 
The Pride of a fine Lady is above the Merit of an 
Underſtanding Head, yet "Ker Vanity will ſtoop to 
the Aeration of a Peruke. In ſhort à Lans Lady die 
to Church for Faſhion-ſake, and to the Baſſet-Tabl 

with Devotion, and her Paſſion for Gaming exceeds 
her Vanity of being thought en or the De- 


ſire of acting N 
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The Character of a Beau. 


A Whig that's full, 
An empty Scull, 

A Box of Burg amot ; 

A Hat ne'er made 

To fit his Head, 


No more than that to Plot. 


(137) 
A Hand that's nw, 
A Ring's that | 


ri 
A Sword-Knot, patch * Feather; 2 


A gracious Smile, 


And Grounds and Oy, 
Do vay well together. 


A finatch of French, 
And none of Senſe, 
All conquering Airs and Graces ; 
A Tune that Thrills, 
A Lear that Kills, 


| Stoln Flights and borrow 'd Phraſes. | 


Chariot Gilt, 
To wait on il, 


An awkard Pace and Carriage; 
A Foreign Tour, 


Domeſtick Whore, 
Anl Mercenary Marriage. 


A Limber Ham, 15 


G——D— ye Mam, 


A Smock Face, tho a amd one; 
A Peaceful Sword, 
Not one wiſe Word, 
But ſtate and prate at Random. 
Duns, Baſtards, Claps, 
And Am rous Scraps, - 
Of Cælia and Amadis ; 4 
Toſs up a Beau, 
That grand Ragou, 
That Hodgc-Podge for the Ladies. 


To 


And Breath that Smells of Firmity, 
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To chuſe a Friend, but never 
Marry. By. the Earl of Ro- 
cheſter. | 


O all young Men that love to Wooe, 
Io Kiſs and Dance, and Tumble too; 


Draw near and Counſel take of me, 
Jour faithful Pilot I will be: 


Kiſs who you pleaſe, Joan, Kate, or Mary, 

But till this Counſel] with you carry, 
Court not a Country Lady, ſhe 

Knows not how to value thee; ' 

She hath no am rous Paſſion, but 

What Tray, or Quando has for Slut : a 
To Lick, to Whine, to Frisk, or Cover, 


She'll ſuffer thee, or any other, 
la F 2 Thus to Love her. 


Her Daughter ſhe's now come to Town, 
In a rich Linfey Woolſey Gown ; | 
About her Neck a valued Prize, 

A Necklace made of Whiting Eyes ; 
With Liſt for Garters bove her Knee, 


88 


's not for thee. 


Of 


„ 

Of Widows Witchcrafts have a Care, 
For it they catch you in their S are. 
You muſt as daily Labourers do 
Be ſtill a ſhoving with your Plow: | 
If any reſt you % require, 
They then deceive you-of your Hire, * 

1 | And retire» 


on” 


— 


The Maiden Ladies of the Town, 

Are ſcarcely worth your throwing down 

For when you have Poſſeſſion got, _ 
Of Venus Mark, or Hony-pot: ln 
There's ſuch a Stir with marry me, 


That one would half forſwear to fee +47 4115p 
e Any ſhe, 


If that thy Fancy do deſire, 
A glorious Our-ſide, rich Attires 
Come to the Court, and there youll find, 
Enough of ſuch to pleaſe your Mind: 
But if you get too near their Lap, 1 
You're ſure to meet with the Miſhap 1 

| 1 Calld a Clap, 


- - 


With greaſy painted Faces dreſt, £ 

Wich butter d Hair, and fucus d Breaſt; 

Tongues with Diſſimulation tipt, 

Lips which a Million have then fippd: 

There's nothing got by ſuch as theſe, ' 

But Achs in Shoulders, Pains in knees 
For your Fees. . 


In 


| C1 140 5 
In fine, if thou delight'@ to be, „„ 
Concern d in Woman's Company: 
Make it the Studies of this Life, 
Io find a Rich, Young, Handſome Wife: 
That can with much Diſcretion be 


Dear to her * kind to Thee, 1 
Secret ly. 


In ſuch a Miſtreſs, there's the Bliſs, 
Ten Thouſand Joys wrapt in a bin; 
And in th Embraces of her Waſt, 
A Million more of Pleaſures taſte: 
Whoe er would Marry that cou d be - 


Bleſt with ſuch Qpportunity,  _ Ne + 
Never me. 


4444 222 


I. be bad "Bargain on both Sides: 
A 14 A L E. 


- Þ Wo Welchmien Partners in a Cow, Tag 
Reſolv d to ſell her dear, os | 
And- laid their Heads together how 
To do't at Ludlow- Fair. | 
It was a ſultry Summer's Day 
ST. out they drew _ Beaſt, 5h 
about half way, 
They ft them down to reſt ; 


Won The 
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The Cow a Creature 1 no 6 (LA oo 

( The Place with Grafs being Lord) * 
Fed by; and while ſhe was a Feeding, 

Let fall a mighty I FA 1 

Roger, quoth Huph, I tell the what, 4 321 WW 4 

wo Words, "x; I have done; — © K 
If thou wilt fairly eat up that, * 

The Cow is all thy own. | 
"Tis done, quoth Roger, tis agreed, 

And tot he went apace;. © > 
He ſeem d ſo eager ſer, tis ſaid, 

That he forgot his Grace. 
He labour d with his Wooden Spoon, 

And up he ſlopt the Stuff? 

Til by the time that has yay done, „ G 
He felt, but — to look back | =" 

Wou'd look as if he wanted morez 
And ſeem'd to make a freſh Attack, 

With as much Vigor as before. 

But ſtopping ſhort awhile he cry'd, 

How far ſt thou Neighbour Hugh ? 
I hope by this, you're ſatisfied, 

Who's Maſter of the Cow. b 
Ax, ay, quoth Hugh (the Devil choke thee, 

For nothing elſe can dot) 

I'm fatisfied that thou haſt broke me, 
Unleſs thou wilt give out. 
Give out, quoth Roger, that were fine, 

Why what th Regs been doing ? 
Bur yer I tel] thee, Friend of mine, 

I-chall not ſeek thy Ruin. . . . .Þ.S 
My Heart now turns againſt ſuch G., SY 
I know thart piteous poor; 

Eat thou the Half that ſtill remains, 
And tis as twas before. 


—— 


God's 


——_ * 


= (1425 
Ves Bleſſing on thy Heart, quorh Hugh, 

= That proffer none can Ganiſay; | 

| Wi h that he readily fell to, Bits £27) 
E- And eat his Share o'th' Tanſie, - - 

Well now, quoth Hodge, ware ev'n no doubt, 

And nei her Side much Winner 

So had we been, quoth Hugh, without 1-31 

This damn d confounded Pinner. {Pt 7 _ : 
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